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The year is over. Thru its experiences, its failures, 
and successes you have learned many lessons. You 
have amassed an assortment of knowledge. You have 
a fairly well-formed character. And more than that, 
you have an opportunity. You are through with this 
year, but there is another year ahead of you, in busi¬ 
ness, at college, or back again in North High. Are 
you going to make use of your equipment? Or are 
you going to make the same mistakes again? A fool 
may learn a lesson, but only wise and strong men can 
apply it successfully. Don’t stumble over the same 
block twice. 
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LITERARY STAFF 


Managing Editor.B. Robert McElderry, ’17 

Literary Editor .Ella L. Stein, ’17 

Assistant.CATHERINE Clock, ’18 

Athletics Editor .Howard Hovde, ’ 18 

Assistant. Agnes Henderson, ’17 

Exchange Editor. IvA GlTTINS, ’17 

Assistant. Bernice Anthony, ’18 

Alumni Editor. FLORENCE WILLIAMS, ’17 

Assistant. ELIZABETH McGuiRE, ’19 

Organizations Editor.JuLlAN MlNASSlAN, ’18 

Assistant ..FRANCES Stringham, ’19 

School News Editor .Agnes Buchanan, ’17 

Assistant. Dinwiddie McFadden, ’19 

Humor Editor .Mary Rose, ’ I 7 

Assistant. Martha Bryant, ’18 


BUSINESS STAFF 


Business Manager. . 

Assistants. 

Circulation Manager 


.John Haeseler, ’17 

\ WtLLIAM M. Sproul, ’17 
I William Wilkinson, ’18 
• Charles Devendorf, ’17 


Assistants 


Pauline Conner, ’20 
Mary Heald, ’ 18 
Raymond Lott, ’19 
Helen Easter, ’18 

Harriet Kirkwood, 


Warren Fellingham, ’20 
Vivian Hanks, ’19 
Daisy Ryan, ’19 
Cloris Wallace, ’19 
’17 


ADVISORY BOARD 

Principal E. J. Eaton Miss Meers 

Mr. Teakle Mr. Reneau 
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From whom do we learn our A B C’s? 
Whose efforts seem to never cease? 

Who teaches us our q’s and p’s? 

The teachers! 

Who sends us back for an admit? 

Who always frowns at our dry wit? 

To whom must we ever submit? 

The teachers! 

Who “begs” us then to leave the room 
And go forth unto our doom, — 

To land in the office with a boom? 

The teachers! 

Who is it that holds the little green book 
In which we cannot get a look, 

And where our hard-earned grades are put? 
The teachers! 


Marie Barnes, *17. 




Principal E. J. Eaton 


















Helen Grace Adams 
Grace M. Behr 
Hazel May Bond 


Nellie Baldwin 
Harry M. Bell 
Louise Cotnam 


Lloyd Barnes 
L. G. Bennet 
Mabel Dixon 




























Orlo a. Eastman Edith M. Fischer Clara Foss 

L. E. Gifford Edith Goodenough G. C. Greenwalt 

A. P. Heald a. H. Horsburch Kenneth B. Hunter 







































































Mary F. Jones 
G. Eunice Meers 
N. E. Preston 


Ruby Lucas 
Hazel Mitchell 
Alex L. Russell 


Dorothy Marsh 
Emma C. Moulton 
H. A. Reneau 







































































Maud Searl Agnes Sears F. H. Stewart 

Galena W. Stowell Thomas Teakle Leona Reeve 

S. L. Thomas Nellie E. Wilson 
























































ENGLISH DEPARTMENT 


G. Eunice Meers 
Emma C. Moulton 
Helen Grace Adams 
Nellie E. Baldwin 


Hazel May Bond 
Kenneth B. Hunter 
A. Louise Cotnam 
Hazel M. Mitchell 


LANGUAGE DEPARTMENT 

Mary Frances Jones Grace M. Behr 

Nellie E. Wilson Agnes Sears 


MATHEMATICS DEPARTMENT 

F. H. Stewart Josephine C. Smith 

Ruby D. Lucas Harry M. Bell 

Edith Goodenough 


HISTORY DEPARTMENT 

Thomas Teakle Orlo A. Eastman 

A. P. Heald n. E. Preston 

SCIENCE DEPARTMENT 

S. L. Thomas Edith M. Fischer 

COMMERCIAL DEPARTMENT 

Clara Foss G. C. Greenwalt 

Maud Searl L. E. Gifford 

H. A. Reneau 


DOMESTIC SCIENCE DEPARTMENT 

Mrs. Eleanor Holloway Mrs. Helen Wagner 

MANUAL ARTS DEPARTMENT 

A. H. Horsburgh L. G. Bennett 

Mabel E. Dixon 


PHYSICAL TRAINING DEPARTMENT 

Lloyd Barnes Alex. Russell 

Galena W. Stowell Dorothy Marsh 
































ES, for the last time we are coming in at the old North Entrance on Eighth Street— 
as students. That old ivy-covered arch, with its pervading atmosphere of tradition, 
and its quiet dignity which typifies so well the long-standing spirit of loyalty to the 
Pink and Green. Twenty-three years has this doorway been the portal through which 
hundreds of loyal sons and daughters of North High have passed, first as shy and fearful 
Freshmen, then as self-important Sophomores, next as expectant Juniors, and finally as dig¬ 
nified Seniors. From it at last they have departed with a feeling of regret, but with a 
lasting love for the school. We, too, are leaving. Yes, that arch has been the entrance 
to four happy, well-spent years. Disappointments we have had, many of them, but not 
more than enough to make us appreciate our successes. What a host of memories crowd 
in upon us, as we gaze on the dark red brick walls of four years of golden yesterdays. But 
the entrance still stands there, silent, and dignified, as always, beaming a benediction on 
our memories. We will return, in after years, once more to enter the doorway, but it will 
never again be the same. Yes, for the last time, we are entering the old school—as students. 


Robert McElderry, ’I 7. 






Lillian M. Adams 

Ray Mervin Ashby Fannie Irene Bachman 


Marcella Allen 

Marie Barnes Ruth Marie Bauer 


LILLIAN M. ADAMS 

**Billie** IVest High, three years 

“For if she will, she will. 

And you may depend on it. 

And if she won’t, she won’t. 

So there’s an end on it.’’ 


MARCELLA ALLEN 

**Marsie** Oa^ Park 

Criterion Club; German Club; Shakesp>er- 
ean Tercentenary ’16; Track Captain of Girls* 
Athletic Club ’17. 

"The joy of youth and health her eyes 
displayed. 

And ease of heart her every look conveyed.’* 


RAY MERVIN ASHBY 
**Spike** Henry Sahin 

Secretary and Treasurer of N. D. M. *17; 
Commercial Club; Football *14, *15; Track 
;i5, *17; Basketball, guard *13, ’14, *15, ’16. 
*17; Captain of *16 Juniors; Tennis *17. 
“Solemn and slow and noiseless.*’ 


FANNIE IRENE BACHMAN 
**Happy* Cooper 

Commercial Club; German Club; Y.M.C.A. 

"The best part is, she doesn’t aspire to 
praise, nor of herself desire to think too 
proudly.’’ 

MARIE BARNES 

East High, tmo years 
German Club; Girls* Athletic Club. 

“Her airs, her manners, all who saw admired. 
Courteous, though coy, and gentle, though 
retried.” 


RUTH MARIE BAUER 

**Rufus** Central High, Kansas City, two years 
Monitor; German Club. 

"The kind that people like to see. 

Seen more often than she s heard. 

In the classroom seems to be 
The only place she says a word.** 

































Rose Berlovich Josephine Bickford 

John Boyd Helen L. Brannen Thelma Brown A«:nes H. Buchanan 


ROSE BERLOVICH 

Rosie * IVest High^ three }fears 

Shidio Club. 

“Her eyes are stars of twilight fair.** 


JOSEPHINE BICKFORD 
"'Josie'* Oak Park 

Commercial Club 1915-16. 

“She is so tiny and small 

You can scarcely see her at all.** 


JOHN BOYD 

Perr^ High School, three }fears 
“The poet*s mind, the prince*s heart.” 


HELEN L. BRANNEN 

East High, two \fears 

Senior Play. 

“To be a rural teacher is her ambition. 

Of qualities fitting she gives exhibition.** 


THELMA BROWN 

Toledo, Iowa 

Commercial Club; Remington Gold Medal. 
' We have with us Miss Thelma Brown. 
Did you ever see her with a frown?** 


AGNES HANNAH BUCHANAN 

Fiddle** Fairfield High School, one pear 
Girls* Vice President of N. H. S. S. A.; 
Y. W. C. A. cabinet; Student Council; Latin 
Club; Criterion; Camera Club; Senior Ad¬ 
visory Board; Oracle Staff; Girls* Athletic 
Club; Orchestra. 

“None appear more glad than she, with 
happier heart or happier face.” 

























Hazel Campbell Permelia Olivia Cary 

John Carothers Helen Alleen Carr Lillian Idella Cochrane r*aul Edward Corwin 


HAZEL CAMPBELL 

“Comic** Oal( Parl^ 

Commercial Club; Orchestra; Girls* Glee 
Club. 

"To music is her inclination. 

Here*s luck to her expectation!** 

PERMELIA OLIVIA CARY 

Oak Pork 

**A noble type of good heroic womanhood.** 


JOHN CAROTHERS 

**y4f)ic*’ Hcnryf Sabin 

Class Historian; Christmas Play *16. 

“There was a look of Heaven upon his 
face.** 


HELEN ALLEEN CARR 

Quincy High School^ two \fears 
Monitor; Commercial Club *15. 

“Oh! she's quiet and serene. 

This maid of *17.*’ 


LILLIAN IDELLA COCHRANE 
**Di7/y’* Henr^ Sah-n 

Scholarship Committee; Latin Club; Ger¬ 
man Club; Criterion; Y. W. C. A. Unit. 

“Speak not but what may benefit others 
and yourself.** 


PAUL EDWARD CORWIN 

Beagles** Keosauqua High School 

Basketball; German Club; Glee Club. 

His motto is: “Laugh and the world 
laughs with you. Weep, and you weep 
alone.** 





























Salome Jane Cunningham 


Paul Witmer Darling 


Albert Davis Chas. V. K. Devendorf liay Diltz 


Iva Miriam Dodd 


SALOME JANE CUNNINGHAM 

Granger High School, three years 
Oriental Club; Girls’ Chorus. 

”A privileged character is she. 

She didn't have to come till period three.” 


CHARLES V. R. DEVENDORF 

"Dcvic” Grand Rapids Central High School 
Head Librarian ’16, ’17; Latin Club ’17; 
Commercial Club ’16; Senior Play Commit¬ 
tee; Shakespearean Tercentenary; Senior 
Play; Circulation Manager of Oracle; Presi¬ 
dent of 330. 

“I’m a straight-spoken kind of creature.” 


PAUL WITMER DARLING RAY DILTZ 

’’Ding” IVest High School loT»a Falls High School 

Commercial Club ’16; President junior ”A man’s a man for a’ that.” 

Chamber of Commerce ’17. 

“He went along his chosen way, keeping 
his little flock around him.” 


ALBERT DAVIS 

”5/ior/y” Creston, Franklin School 

Senior Pin Committee; Senior Play. 

“Creeping like a snail, unwillingly to 
school.” 


IVA MIRIAM DODD 
”/” Queen Ann High, Seattle, Ohio 

Studio Club. 

‘She sets a snring lo snare them all.” 

































Kirl Kins Klliott 

Kenora Irene Ensle John Evans 


KARL KING ELLIOTT 

*'Shoal'* IVallfer High 

Commercial Club *15; Football *14, *15, 
*16; Basketball *15. *16. *17. 

**For first Hour naps be Has a reputation. 
My, my, how can he make a recitation?** 


ORA H. ELLIS 

"Blondy" Oal( Parl^ 

Commercial Club; Chairman Senior Pin 
Committee. 

‘‘The greatest worry of Ora Ellis 
Is his curly hair so he doth tell us.*’ 


LEONORA IRENE ENGLE 

"Weenie" Colfax High School 

Latin Club; Athletic Club; Secretary Y. W. 
C. A. Unit; Senior Memorial Orator. 

“Few words she said but those easy and 
fit.** 


ora H. Ellis 

Katherine Evans I>onaUl Edwin Forster 


JOHN EVANS 

"Johnny* Henry Sabin 

Treasurer N. D. M. Club *16; Entertain¬ 
ment Committee; Football *15; Track *14, *15; 
Basketball *13, *14; Freshman Play. 

“What man dares, I dare.’* 


KATHERINE EVANS 

East High 

Scholarship Committee; German Club; 
Latin Club. 

“1 have my share of common sense. 

But no imagination; 

I never make the least pretense 
To shine in conversation.** 

DONALD EDWIN FORSTER 
"Don* Henry Sabin 

Basketball *13. *14; Track *13. *14. *15. 

*‘A youth to fortune and to fame un¬ 
known.” 


























Sara Friedman Gladys G. Gibson 

Thelma Gilman Iva Mabel Gittins Marienne Grant Gould Esther Greene 


SARA FRIEDMAN 

“Sa//p** East High, /n>o ^ears 

Secretary German Club; Senior Play. 
“Our littlesl and our dearest.” 


GLADYS G. GIBSON 

**Gladiolus'' Oalf Parl^ 

Criterion; Latin Club; Y. W. C. A. 

“In History she has won much fame. 

Oh, Miss Gibson is her name.” 


THELMA GILMAN 

"Dolly" fVest High School, two years 

German Club; Public Speaking Club. 
“Since her head is not up higher 
To little men she doth aspire," 


IVA MABEL GITTINS 
"Topsy" Oal( Parl( 

Bible Class *14; Criterion Club *15; Ger¬ 
man Club *16; Consul of Latin Club *17; 
Girls* Athletic Club *17; Y. W. C. A. Unit; 
Senior Play. 

“A very fine student we know indeed 
Thereby from zeroes is she freed.** 

MARIENNE GRANT GOULD 
"Fish" Oal( Parlf 

Latin Club *17; Criterion Club *15; Girls’ 
Athletic Club *17; Senior Play *17; Declam¬ 
atory Contest *15. 

“She puts her worries down deep in her 
heart, sits on the lid and grins.** 

ESTHER GREENE 

"Betty" Casady 

Secretary Student Association *16; Ex¬ 
change Department Oracle *15; Latin Club 
*17; Chairman Senior Social Committee *17; 
Y. W. C. A. Club *16, *17. 

**She*s a friend to everybody.” 





































Rose Alice Griffith John Arville Haeseler 

Merle D. Heckert Margaret L. Heefner Vivian K. Heefner Agnes M. Henderson 


ROSE ALICE GRIFFITH 

Hiteman High School, three years 
“And fair $hc is if that mine eyes be true.’* 


JOHN ARVILLE HAESELER 
**Johnny** Converse County High 

School, Douglas, IVyo. 
Business Manager of Oracle; German Club; 
Junior Chamber of Commerce; Senior Social 
Committee. 

"Nowhere so busy a man as be there was. 
And yet he seemed busier than be was.” 

MERLE D. HECKERT 

Casady 

"He rarely ever doth speak. 

But when he does it‘s a treat.” 


MARGARET LENORE HEEFNER 

Casady 

Studio Club; Senior Color Committee; 
Monitor. 

”ln art lies her heart.” 


VIVIAN KATHRYN HEEFNER 
**y*' Belle Plaine High School 

"Her noisy nature is her specialty.” 


AGNES MAYME HENDERSON 

Aggie* Oak Park 

Student Council *17; Monitor; Latin Club; 
President of Girls’ Athletic Club; Secretary 
of Senior Class; Business Manager of Mid- 
Year Play ;i7. 

"Hail to thee, blithe spirit.” 


























Jessie Mary Horne 

Hiram Simmons Hunn Mayme James 


James G. Hor8burB:h 

Margaret E. Johnston Marie J. Kautzky 


JESSIE MARY HORNE 

**Je5s** Casady 

Girls* Vice President of Student Association 
*16; Monitor; President Girls' Bible Class *15, 
*16; President of Unit 2 of North High Y. 
W. *17; Chairman of Senior Play Commit¬ 
tee; “Niobe** *17. 

"Beauty when unadorned is then adorned 
the most." 

JAMES G. HORSBURGH 
**/im** Casady 

Football *13. *14. *15; Glee Club; N. D. M. 
Club; Treasurer Senior Class; Track *14. *15. 
*17; Captain *15; Basketball *13. *14. *15. 

**I know it is a sin 
For me to sit and grin.** 


MAYME JAMES 

"Free, pleasant and 


West High 

amiable of port.*’ 


MARGARET ELIZABETH JOHNSTON 
Johnny Clidden High 

Latin Club, Aedile; Orchestra; Girls* 
Chorus. 

"Her smiling face was full, simple and 
coy." 


HIRAM SIMMONS HUNN 

**//ici^** Crocifer 

Vice President of Student Association *15; 
Chairman of Scholarship Committee; Monitor; 
Latin Club, Consul; Oracle Staff; Senior 
Play; Advisory Board of Senior Class; Boys* 
Glee Club; North High Quartette; Student 
Council; Camera Club; "Bos’n’s Bride." 

"The man that blushes is not quite a 
brute." 


MARIE JOSEPHINE KAUTZKY 

Si. Mary*s 

Commercial Club *15. 

"For she is wise if I can judge her." 





















Mary Ethel Kimball 

Kayniond Daniel Krull Rhea Marmon 


MARY ETHEL KIMBALL 

IVest High 

Commercial Club ’16. 

”How fair is ihy face 
And how light is thy heart.” 


HARRIETTE KATHARYNE KIRKWOOD 

“Pcttec” Casad^ 

Vice President Student Association; Cri¬ 
terion Club; Public Speaking Club; Athletic 
Club; Vice President Senior Class. 

“She could not bear to be observed in a 
gradual process, but chose rather to flash 
forth on the world’s astonished gaze at once." 

RAYMOND DANIEL KRULL 
*'Osv>alJ" Oak Pofk 

Basketball four years; Tennis Tournament 

’17. 

”A better fellow should we not find.” 


Harriette Katharyne Kirkw’ood 
Dorothy Marsh Lawrence Marxer 


RHEA MARMON 

Casady 

”A merry heart with good like a medicine.” 


DOROTHY MARSH 
*‘Dort" Casady 

Swimming Teacher ’16, ’17; Inter-relations 
Committee; Declamatory Contest *13; Latin 
Club ’17; German Club; Girls* Athletic As¬ 
sociation; Senior Play 17; Senior Advisory 
Board. 

”A human declaration of independence.” 

LAWRENCE MARXER 
''Larry' Si. Mary's 

German Club. 

”I talk half the time to find out my own 
thoughts.” 



































Bruce Robert McElderry 
Hyman Edward Miller Bruce Moore 


Chauncey A. McKinley 
Mildred Nelson Myrtle Park 


BRUCE ROBERT McELDERRY 

Henry Sabin 

Debating Club; Third in Gold Medal De¬ 
bate ’15; Secretary Junior Chamber of Com¬ 
merce ’16; Latin Club; Social Welfare Com¬ 
mittee; Shalcesp>earean Tercentenary ’16; Man¬ 
aging Editor of Oracle ’17; Freshman Play 
’14. 

’’Even though vanquished, he could argue 
still.” 


CHAUNCEY A. McKINLEY 

bounce** Osl^aloosa High^ three years 

Basketball ’17; Track *17. 

’’And he was not right fat, I undertake. 
But looked hollow and thereto soberly.” 

HYMAN EDWARD MILLER 
**Hymie** West High 

Assistant Business Manager of Oracle; Ger¬ 
man Club; Senior Play ’17. 

The face seemed to smile but answered 
not a word.” 


BRUCE MOORE 

Henry Sabin 

Latin Club; Gavel Orator ’17; “Niobe, All 
Smiles” *17. 

So gentle, yet so fresh, so wondrous 
sweet. 

So fit to prattle at a lady’s feet.” 


MILDRED NELSON 

^ik^ Henry Sabin 

Monitor; German Club; Latin Club. 

“Her gentleness is irresistable.” 


MYRTLE PARK 


Casady 

Commercial Club *15; Studio Club. 

“Pretty to walk with. 

Witty to talk with. 

Pleasant to think on, too.” 

































Dorothy Fern Perkins 
Laura F^llzabeth Pratt Margaret G. Reeve 


DOROTHY FERN PERKINS 
*'Dot" Given 

Monilor; Criterion *16. 

"She was trained in Nature’s school. 
Nature hath blest her.” 


GOLDA ELLEN POLLOCK 

Oal^ Parl( 

Criterion Club. 

“Never idle a moment, but thrifty and 
thoughtful of others.” 

LAURA ELIZABETH PRATT 
**Laurie*' Fort Dodge High 

Secretary Student Association; Latin Club; 
Vice President Y. W. C. A. Unit; Glee Club. 
“She makes all her friends her debtors 
and then fails to collect.** 


Golda Kllen Pollock 
Mildred H. Riley Mary Beall Rose 


MARGARET GERALDINE REEVE 
“/crrj;** Henry Sabin 

Student Council; Athletic Club; Criterion 
Club; Y. W. C. A. Unit; Chairman Class 
Day Committee; Senior Play. 

“’Tis a face that can never grow old. 
That never can part with its gleam.” 


MILDRED R. RILEY 
“/mpie” Henry Sabin 

German Club *15, *16. 

“Through her forced abnormal quiet. 
Flashed the gleam of riot.” 

MARY BEALL ROSE 

“Rosie” CasaJy 

Criterion Club *16; German Club; Girls’ 
Athletic Club *17; Humor Editor of Oracle 
*17; Dramatic Contest *13; Shakespearean 
Pageant *16; Senior Play. 

‘’Always willing to help. 

Never too tired to smile.” 































Leonard Clark Royal lola Runyan 

Walter <». Samuels Florence Beatrice Savage William B. Schuler Juliet Seeman 


LEONARD CLARK ROYAL 
"Turlf* Henry^ Sabin 

Inter-relations Committee; Banquet Com¬ 
mittee Senior Class; President of N. D. M. 
Club *16; Football *14, *15; Football Cap¬ 
tain *16. 

“Warranted not to burn, rust, melt, cor¬ 
rode, tarnish, or grow thin.** 


FLORENCE BEATRICE SAVAGE 
“Tools** Casatly 

Latin Club. 

“Her voice was ever soft and low. 

An excellent thing in a woman.’* 


lOLA RUNYAN 


Bunny!" Henry Sabin 

Student Council *16; Criterion Club *15, 
*16; Shakespearean Pageant *16; Senior Play 


“A tiny maid, a live wire. 

The kind of which you never tire.** 


WILLIAM B. SCHULER 
"Biir Given 

Basketball *16, *17; Football Second Team 
*14, *15, *16; Senior Play ’17. 

“Patiently, fervently wrought for her.” 


WALTER GRAFTON SAMUELS 
"Puppy" Oak Pork 

Basketball *14, ’15, *16, ’17; Orchestra *14, 
*15, *16, *17; Senior Play *17. 

“Drowsily and musically.** 


JULIET SEEMAN 

"Julie" Henry Sabin 

Social Welfare Committee; President of 
German Club *17; Latin Club *17; Athletic 
Club *17. 

“Outward sunshine, inward joy.** 




































Nola Elizabeth Shaw 
Merle D. Shippey Mercedes Sloss 


NOLA ELIZABETH SHAW 

Toledo^ loXDQ 

Girls’ Bible Class; Y. W. C. A.. High 
School Branch; Latin Club. 

“You may do wonders by persevering.” 


MARY ALICE SHERWOOD 
*'Ahin* Henry Sabin 

Glee Club; Studio Club; Declamatory Con¬ 
test * I 5. 

“Deep buried in Truth, in Virtue, and 
Humanity.” 


MERLE D. SHIPPEY 

Casady 

Gas Engine Club; Entertainment Commit¬ 
tee; Baccalaureate Committee. 

“You cannot refuse a loving cun of praise.” 


Mary Alice Sherwood 
Harold H. Slothower Helen Spieth 


MERCEDES SLOSS 

“A/ercy” Marquette School^ St. Louis 

Studio Club; Latin Club. 

“From her shall read the perfect ways of 
honor.” 


HAROLD M. SLOTHOWER 
“5/o//iy” Corydon High School 

Boys’ Leadership; Football ’15; Track ’14, 

’15. ’16, *17. 

“An affable and courteous gentleman.” 


HELEN SPIETH 

Casady 

Secretary German Club *17; Criterion Club 
’16; “Heart of a Pickle” ’16; “Niobe, All 
Smiles” ’17; Dramatic Contest ’15. 

“How statue-like I see thee stand.” 


































William Matthew Sproul 
Ella Louise Stein Etta M. Stephenson 


WILLIAM MATTHEW SPROUL 

BUI Casacixf 

Student Council; Vice President Junior 
Chamber of Commerce; Vice President Ger¬ 
man Club; Vice President Bible Club; Lead¬ 
ership Club; Glee Club; “Bos'n’s Bride;” 
Assistant Business Manager Oracle; Freshman 
Play ’14. 

“A lover and a lusty bachelor.” 

FRED W. STEHM 

F riiz CasaJyf 

German Club; Senior Color Committee. 

* No word spoke he more than was need.” 


ELLA LOUISE STEIN 

Bird 

Joke Editor Oracle *16; Literary Editor 
Oracle 17; Latin Club *17; German Club 
15, 16; Y. W, C. A. Unit *16; Girls* Ath¬ 
letic Club *17. 

“In small proportions we just beauties see. 
And in short measure life may perfect be.** 


Fred W. Stehin 

Helen L. Stevenson Lillian M. Stewart 


ETTA M. STEPHENSON 

Steve Casady 

Criterion Club. 

She doeth little kindnesses which most 
leave undone or despise.” 


HELEN LUCILLE STEVENSON 

Chester^ Pa. 

German Club; Studio Club; Criterion Club. 

She that was ever fair and never proud. 
Had tongue at will and yet was never loud.** 


LILLIAN MARIE STEWART 

Casady 

Monitor; Chairman Social Welfare Com¬ 
mittee; Chairman Program Committee; Ger¬ 
man Club; Latin Club; Bible Class. 

And true she is as she has proved her¬ 
self to be.** 






























Blanche Stiles 


Mar^ai'et C. Stoneroacl 


Marie Agnes Swift Bloycl Tenny Marian C. Tenny Mildred F. Tenny 


BLANCHE STILES 

Criterion Club; Studio Club *17. 
“Better laugh late than never.** 


Sabin 


LLOYD TENNY 


Si. Johns 

Monitor. 

“I court no favor, ask no peace.** 


MARGARET C. STONEROAD 
“Stony** Casady 

President Studio Club *17. 

“Little I ask. my wants are few.** 


MARIAN CRAWFORD TENNY 
** Sally** Casady 

German Club; Latin Club; Y. W. C. A.; 
Declamatory Contest *15; “Heart of a Pickle** 
*16; Senior Play *17. 

“They laugh, that win.** 


MARIE AGNES SWIFT 

Henry Sabin 

Commercial Club *15. 

“Relishes a joke and rejoices in a pun.** 


MILDRED FRANCES TENNY 

Casady 

German Club; Studio Club; Unit 2 “Y;** 
Girls* Bible; Senior Play. 

‘*She speaks, behaves and acts just as she 
ought.** 






























Ruth Winifred Terry 
Benjamin Toubes Leonard Tree 


Mildred (trace Traniel 
Nellie C. Tullis Irene Ullius 


RUTH WINIFRED TERRY 

•Terrs" Oak Pork 

Commercial Club *16; Social Committee of 
Senior Class; Bible Class *14. 

“Blessed with a promiscuous optimism 
about everything in general.'* 


LEONARD TROE 

Austin, Minn., three y^ears 
Senior Play; “Miles Standish** play; Glee 
Club. 

“He seemed for dignity composed and 
high exploit.** 


MILDRED GRACE TRAMEL 

Jasper County School 
Criterion Club *15; Latin Club *1/; Girls* 
Athletic Club *17; Y. W. C. A. *17. 

“You do your work with careful, loving 
touch.** 


NELLIE C. TULLIS 


Casad^ 

Criterion Club; Studio Club; Chairman of 
Senior Class Color Committee. 

“They say she is a good scholar.** 


BENJAMIN TOUBES 

‘'Benn}f** Oal( Parl( 

Secretary Student Association; German 
Club; Latin Club; Debating Club *13; Senior 
Play; 

“Too deep for his hearers, still went on 
refining.** 


IRENE ULLIUS 

East High, ti»o \fears 

Monitor. 

“Bounce to thy service with unceasing 
care.** 
































Karl Kester WaRner George Hanawalt Watters 

Frances Kclolyn Wells lone Lynette Wilkinson Florence Williams Gould Wells 


KARL LESTER WAGNER 

Sabin 

President Student Association; Student 
Council; Latin Club; German Club; Junior 
Chamber of Commerce; Debating Club; Ra¬ 
dio Club; Gas Engine Club; Oracle Staff *16; 
Shakespearean Tercentenary *16; **Bos*n*s 
Bride.** 

**Bid me discourse and 1 will enchant 
thine ear.’* 

GEORGE HANAWALT WATTERS 
**C/iauncc** CasaJyf 

Boys* Vice President Student Association; 
President German Club; junior Chamber of 
Commerce; Debating Club; Midwinter Play 
*16; President Home Room 350; S'udmt 
Council; Leadership Club; President Senior 
Class; Declamatory Contest *15. 

“I know thee for a man of many thoughts.** 

FRANCES EDOLYN WELLS 

CasaJxf 

German Club; Orchestra; Senior Social 
Committee; Public Speaking Club. 

**Angels do not toil, but let their good 
works grow out of them.** 


lONE LYNETTE WILKINSON 

Oalf Parif 

Glee Club *14, *15; Remington Gold Medal. 
“High grace, the dower of queens.** 


FLORENCE WILLIAMS 
**F/op**^ Oak P<^rk 

Girls* Vice President Student Association 
*17; Alumni Editor Oracle *17; Latin Club 
*i7 ; Criterion *15. 

“Holding fast to the things that make 
Life worth living for great and small.** 


GOULD WELLS 

“Coog** Casfldp 

Debating Club; Yell Master *15. 

“He is wit*s peddler.** 





























AGNES GEMMILL 


CarrolU Ioii>a 


MARY SILLICK 


Monitor. 

She jarred against no surrounding cir¬ 
cumstances.’* 

PAULINE MARG.ARET MARXER 
“Do/sp” SL Marys 

German Club *14. 

’’Pure gold, yet true as steel.” 

GRAHAM ALFRED RUHL 

3ud Casady 

Boys’ Vice President of N. H. Student 
Association; Midwinter Play ’16; Declama¬ 
tory Contest ’15. 

“There was sense in his sentence; but the 
sum total was non-sense.” 


West High 

Normal Training. 

“Her face with gladness overspread. 

Soft smiles by human kindness bred.” 

HOWARD STEVENSON 

Byron Rice 

Thou art a solar searcher, a cautious 
striver.” 

ROY WRIGHT 

Sault Ste. Marie High School 
Oriental Club. 

“He plays life’s game with all his soul. 
And puts himself right on the goal.” 


iReminiStenccfi! of a ^fnior 

When we were little Freshmen, 

My,’ we thought, “Won’t it be great 

When the days of school are over 
And there’ll be no tests to hate?” 

When our second year was over, 

“OhI” said we, “Just two more years; 

Then there’ll be no more translations; 

No more worries; no more fears.” 

Then when all of us were Juniors, 

“My.” we said, “but time goes fast. 

Only one year more of troubles 
And that one will be the last.” 

But now that we have reached the last year 
With our school days nearly o’er. 

There comes to us a touch of sadness 
Which we never felt before. 

We hate to leave the teachers 
And all these friends of ours; 

We hate to leave this schoolhouse 

Where we’ve spent such happy hours. 

So, dear friends among the Freshmen 
And the other classes, too. 

Do not long for graduation; 

When the time comes, you’ll feel blue. 

Lillian Stewart, *17. 




































































Cf)e €lasg of 1918 


HE Class of 1918 is looking forward to the duties and privileges which will come 
to it next year as it takes the place of the present Senior Class. It recognizes how 

well the Class of 1917 has performed every task, but it hopes to do just a little bit 

better, if that is possible. The class has had much to learn these last three years. A new 
system, that of student government, has taken its place in North High, and with that foun¬ 
dation to stand on, the Class of ’ I 8 is anticipating a splendid year. The class has already 
generously supported every school activity—athletics, dramatics, journalism, and all stu¬ 
dent organizations. It has ever been ready to respond to the call for service, from gather¬ 
ing waste paper to making gardens. After these three years, it has grown to love North 
High and the Pink and Green, and everything they stand for—clean athletics, honesty, 
service, efficiency, and loyalty. It has tried to co-operate with the other classes in making 
Norh High a school to be loved and respected, and next year, as the highest class, it ex¬ 
pects to do even greater things and to make the spirit of * I 8 something to be proud of and 

to be remembered. 





Jennie Allen 
]uii Amiable 


Joyce Allen 
Jocund Athlete 


Georgia Anderson 
Good Actress 


Marie Adams 
Marvelously^ Active 

Burtis Adams 
Bashful Attendant 


Harriet Alexander 
Happy Ali»ays 

Bernice Anthony 
Busy A Inf ays 


















Agnes Barnard 
j4iit>a\;s Brainy^ 


Bonita Bradish Burt Blotcky 

Dool( Browser Bright Blusher 


Carl Benson 
Certainly^ Big 

Dona Beatty 
Doubl}f Bewitching 


Helen Bachman 
Hardly Bashful 

Don Bethel 
Daring Body 
















Leslie Bleakly 
Lil^ely Boy 


John Bleakly 
Jolly Brag 


Burton Bristow 
Bluffing Beautifully 


Helen Budd 
Heart-free Beginner 


Fannie Babbitt 
Fearfully Bashful 


Stanley Broad 
Strong Boy 


Leona Boomhower 
Lively Booster 


















Scott Baker 
Simpl\f Beautiful 


Martha Bryant 
Mightyf Bright 


Marguerite Brooker 
Mirthful Beauty 


Howard Brody 
Handsome Bachelor 


Don Braddy 
Dandy Booster 


Frank Baldrige 
Fine Boy 


Lyman Clark 
Latin Comer 






















Isabelle Carothers 
Innocently Coy 


Rose Cohen 
Really Capable 


Marcella Croker 
Miss Colorado 


Carroll Clarke 
Cant Concentrate 

Isabelle Davie 
Industrious Daughter 


Lucile Denman 
Loves Dreaming 

Clara Davisson 
Classy Dresser 



















Carson Comecys 
Constantl\f Coming 


Catherine Clock 
Clever Charmer 


Leo Chapman 
Laz}f Cbuckler 


Marjorie Crawford 
Much Curious 


Charles Colby 
Cheerful Chap 


Hawley Collins 
Helpful Company^ 


Lela Crawford 
Loves Candy 



















Genevieve Daniels 
Cenerall^ Dutiful 

Harold Davis Malcolm Eaton 

Hustling Duffer Musically Endortfed 


Helen Easter 
Hearty Eater 


Manford Gill 
Manly Genius 


Robert Greenman 
Really Good 


Hazel Gruver 
Honest Girl 






















Ruth Garber 
Really Gracious 


Everett Graber 
Ever Gallant 


Berkeley Gaynor 
Bothersome Grafter 


Aubrey Hummer 
Anxious Hermit 


Thurston Hatch 
Thoroughly Heartless 


Harvey Hall 
Happy Hopeful 


Alfhild Hallquist 
Aljvays Helpful 























Rolland Henry 
Rather Handsome 


Grace Hamilton 
Good Hearted 


Brooks Heath 
Born Happy 


Ruth Hockenberry 
Remarl^ably Hearty 


Wesley Hall 
Will Hustle 


Irene Harlan 
Incessant Hummer 


Isabelle Hylton 
Industrious Habits 






















Mary Heald 
Merry Houselfeeper 


Helen Horton 
Hopeful Heroine 


Sylvia Heidt 
So Happy 


Jenkins Hunter 
Just Himself 

Miller Hamlin 
Mighty Hustler 


FlorinE Holland 
Favors Homage 

Howard Hovde 
Handsome Hero 
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Carroll Johnsen 
Calml\f Jovial 


Forest Irving 
Fervently Independent 


Allen Jennings 
Amiably Jolly 


Lydia Jones 
Lil(ely Junior 


Norman Jenney 
Never-ending Joiner 


Homer Johnson 
Harmless Jester 


Frank Kilgore 
Fairly Killing 















Cloyd Litts 
Causes Laughter 


David Kerr 
Doesn't Kicif 


Marguerite Lake 
Much Liked 


Wallace Lloyd 
Woeful Lingerer 

Frank Lorey 
Fussy Lad 


Laura Luckey 
Laughing Lassie 

LeRoy Lloyd 
Little Lad 




















Pauline Morris 
Pretty Musician 


Mary Lapham Julian Minassian 

Merry Lady Judicial Manager 


Lee McDaniel 
Little Mischief 


George Mitchell 
General Mixer 


Beth McCall 
Bright Maid 


Elizabeth Mathiascheck 
Excellent Maiden 























Geneva Martin 
Cap Maid 


Charlotte Marshall 
Cop/p Modest 


Ellen Mahoney 
Economical Mind 


Margaret Mahoney 
Merryf Miss 

Anna Marxer 
Artful Manner 


Luther Myser 
Little Magnet 

Lloyd Madden 
Listless Manner 
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Florence Marshall 
Fun Mailer 


Annabelle Miller 
Aiiffull}; M}fsterious 


Carroll McCall 
Courteous Man 


Myrtle Ogle 
Most Original 

Lilly Priebe 
Little Pensive 


Grace Pace 
Gracious Person 

Thornton Penn 
Tard}f Professor 

























Violet Roberts 
Vcry Ready 


Anna Ronnfeldt 
Aljifays Ready 


Dale Roderick 
Dashing Rascal 


Elizabeth Rowe 
Extra Romantic 

JosiE Roberts 
Just Right 


Ethel Richards 
Ever Resourceful 

Eddie Scarpino 
Energetic Scamp 























Elva Slothower 

Ever Serene 


Flora Stebbins 

Future Star 


Forest Stewart 

First Served 


Gretchen Sickman 

Good Scholar 


Faye Stiles 
Fanciful Siren 


Clarence Slater 

Clever Scrapper 


Ella Seeman 
Ever Serving 
























Julian Toulouse 
JournaJsiic Temperament 

Karel Tenny Raymond Voorhees 

Keen Thinker Rated Valuable 


Arthur Wagner 
Amazingly Wide 


William Wilkinson 
Wondrous Wise 


Lucile Wallace 
Little Winner 


Ralph Wagner 
Real Worth 


















Doreen Skinner 

Dainty Saint 


Hazel Sharman 

Most Serious 


Stella Schroeder 

Slightly Sassy 


Elsie Splettstoeser 

Earnestly Specific 


Lucille Schroeder 
Lady Scrupulous 


Mildred Schonneman 

Most Serious 


LuCerne Symes 
Lacks Silence 




















Roy Wright 
Rather IVary 


Robert Worl 
Really IV or thy 


Russell Wracc 
Really fVUty 


Wendall Ward 
^Vise IVag 

Roscoe Wilcox 
Really IVtiling 


Cleo Willey 
Coquettish Witch 

Monzeta Wisdom 
Mighty Wise 

























Beatrice Ware 
Bertfiiching lVa\;s 

Conrad Heefner Kenneth Heefner 

Cautious Homo Killing Heari-hrcalmer 


Cecil Wright 
Casual Worl^er 


Katharine Zieke 
Knonfinglyf Zealous 


Jessie Young 
Just Young 


Wilma Zieke 
IVonderful Zeal 


Catherine Parsons 
Capable Person 
























Adams, Burtis 
Adams, Marie 
Alexander, Harriet 
Allen, Jennie 
Allen, Joyce 
Andrews, Frank 
Anderson, Georgia 
Anthony, Bernice 
Babbit, Fannie 
Bachman, Helen 
Baker, Scott 
Barnard, Agnes 
Beatty, Dona 
Benson, Carl 
Bethel, Don 
Bleakly, John 
Bleakly, Leslie 
Blotcky, Burt 
Boomhower, Leona 
Braddy, Don 
Bradish, Bonita 
Bristow, Burton 
Broad, Stanley 
Brody, Howard 
Brooker, Margueriie 
Bryant, Martha 
Berkheimer, Alberta 
Budd, Helen 
Burris, Clark 
Byrnes, Robert 
Carothers, Isabeu e 
Chapman, Leo 
Chambers, Harold 
Clark, Carroll 
Clark, Lyman 
Clock, Catherine 
C orfEN, Harold 
Cohen, Rose 
Colby, Charles 
Collins, Hawley 
C oMEGYs, Carson 
Crawford, Lela 
Crawford, Marjorie 
Conaway, Genevie\'e 
Curtis, Edna 
Daniels, Genevieve 
Dav'ie, Isabelle 
Davis, Harold 
Davidson, Clara 
Denman, Lucile 
Easter, Helen 
Eaton, Malcolm 
Ellingson, Marvin 
Eide, Edith 
Garber, Ruth 
Gaynor, Berkley 
Gill, Manford 
Graber, Everett 
Grimes, Vera 


Clasis! ^oU of 1918 

Greenman, Robert 
Gruver, Hazel 
Halquist, Alphild 
Hammond, Raymond 
Hamlin, Miller 
Harlan, Irene 
Harries, Beth 
Heefner, Kenneth 
Heidt, Sylvia 
Hagerman, Willard 
Hatch, Thurston 
Hill, Dorothy 
Hield, Tilton 
Hockenberry, Ruth 
Holland, Florine 
Howard, Dwight 
Hovde, Howard 
Hummer, Aubrey 
Heald, Mary 
Hylton, Isabel 
Heath, Brooks 
Irving, Forest 
Jennings, Allen 
Jenney, Norman 
J oHNSEN, Carroll 
Johnson, Homer 
Jones, Lydia 
Jones, Mary Frances 
Jones, Osceola 
Kelley, Marvel 
Kelley, Modesta 
Kilgore, Frank 
Kerr, David 
Lake, Marguerite 
Lamkin, Edna 
Lamkin, Retha 
Lipschitz, Sam 
Lapham, Mary 
Lloyd, LeRoy 
Lloyd, Wallace 
Lockard, Hazel 
Lorey, Frank 
Luckey, Laura 
McCall, Carroll 
McCall, Beth 
McDaniels, Lee 
McKee, Frances 
McKinley, Kenneth 
Madden, Lloyd 
Mahoney, Ellen 
Mahoney, Margaret 
Marshall, Marguerite 
Mathiascheck, Eliz’b’th 
Marxer, Anna 
Miller, Annabelle 
Martin, Geneva 
Mitchell, George 
Minassian, Julian 
Morris, Pauline 


Myser, Luther 
Oberstein, Irene 
Oppenheim, Ida 
O’Neil, Irene 
Ogle, Myrtle 
Page, Grace 
Penn, Thornton 
Parsons, Catherine 
Priebe, Lilly 
Prothero, Ruth 
Richards, Ethel 
Roberts, Josie 
Roberts, Violet 
Ronnfeldt, Anna 
Rowe, Elizabeth 
Russuck, Helen 
Sample, Ruth 
S cARPiNo, Eddie 
S cARPiNo, William 
S cHiLTz, Ralph 
Smith, Cecil 
S cHROEDER, LuCILLE 
SCHROEDER, StELLA 
SCHONNEMAN, MiLDRED 
Slothower, Elva 
Slothower, Harold 
Slater, Clarence 
Stebbins, Flora 
Stebbins, Harold 
Stewart, Forest 
Stiles, Faye 
Stringham, Paul 
Symes, LuCerne 
Stuber, Beulah 
Seeman, Ella 
Splettstoeser, Elsie 
Tenny, Karel 
Thomas, Irene 
Toulouse, Julian 
Treloar, Roscoe 
V iNETz, Joseph 
V ooRHEEs, Raymond 
Wagner, Arthur 
Wagner, Ralph 
Wallace, Lucile 
Ward, Wendell 
Ware, Beatrice 
Wells, Albert 
White, Hazel 
Wilcox, Roscoe 
Wilkinson, William 
Willey, Cleo 
Wisdom, Monzeta 
Wright, Cecil 
Wragg, Russell 
Young, Jessie 
Yost, Laura 
Zeike, Katherine 
Zeike, Wilma 































Class; of 1919 



EIRE’S to the Class of ’19, the best class in the school! The ’ 19 class represents 
the happy medium of scholastic attainment—enough “bluffers” to make the class 
appear human; enough “sharks” to make it appear normal. 


The Sophomores have by one year passed the ignominy of Freshmen and will in one 
or two years reach the heights of knowledge (?) of Juniors and Seniors. 

The Sophomores of this year will be the graduating class of ’19, and they now bid 
fair to uphold the scholastic and social standards of the previous classes. 


Every person in the class stands ready to do his best to further the much-talked-about 
school spirit, and every one will give his best efforts for the making of a permanent school 
spirit so that it may be said of North High as the words of a parody: 


Classes may come. 
And classes may go. 
But the spirit 
Goes on forever. 


Here’s to the class of the school—the class of ’19! 







CLASS OF 1919 



Upper Row—Dorolhy Johnson, 11a McCabe, Naomi Shank. T^aisy Aimes, Gladys Beeghly 

Third Row—Frances Howell, Fama l.ewis, Genevieve Woodard, Daisy Wood, Rose Rubinson, Eleanor MacRae 
Second Row—Ethel McCormick, Grace Frederick, Naomi Lawdahl, Corabelle Evans, Emilie Christina, Iona Hanks 
First Row—Julia Block, Marguerite Doughman, Helen Schilling, Louise Hansch, Nan Thompson, Frances Stringham 














CLASS OF 1919 



Upper Row—Arland Bethel. Ernest Stebbins, Eddie Eckey. French Holbrook. Burnell Skinner. Gerald Becker, Gladys Gus- 
tin, Beulah Birmingham 

Third Row—Pauline Swarm. La Von Walker, George KachelhofFer, Virginia Wagner, Naomi Paul. Harold Yanke. Rov 
Phillips, Modesta Kelley, Mildred McElderry 

Second Row—Harold Nicholson, Eleanor Gregg, Olive Engle, Grace Miller, Gladys Stine, Glen Lowe, Nick Tallirico, James 
Williamson. Elizabeth Beatty, Dorothy Eaton 

Lower Row—Mildred Hooks, Ward Jennings, Orval Burns, Georgina Sharman. Harry Adkins, Philip Hutchinson, Elios 
Panos, Martha King, Anna May Stoker 



















CLASS OF 1919 



Upper Row—Lester Ridnour, Aubrey Perowsky, Howard Gibson, Louise Shook, Darwin Collins, Dinwiddie McFadden, 
Albert Ellis 

Fourth Row—Marvin Chapman, Corinne Palmer, Alice Rubinson, Marie Newlen, Cleo MacCoun, Harry Tilden, Claude 
Smith 

Third Row—Lucile Germar, Grace Howard, Florence Lorey, Mary Hughes, Daisy Ryan, Myrna Morningstar, Helen Gould 
Second Row—Mary Hutchins, Martha Stoneroad, Clara Peterson, Evelyn McConnell, Kathryn Tate, Viola Ericson, Berna- 
dine True 

First Row^—Dorothy Loomis, Helen Huss, Isabel MacCaul, Cecil Miloslowsky, Esther Clarke, Winnifred Watkins, Lucile 
Andrews 












CLASS OF 1919 



Upper Row—Melvin Billings, Raymond Loti, Robert Carr 

Middle Row—Margaret Furman, Louise Prater, Margaret Aldrich, Ethel DuMont 
Lower Row—Forest Bastow, Sam Lipschitz, Edwin Proudfool 














Doughman, Margaret 
DuMont. Ethel 
Eaton, Dorothy 
Edwards, Nellie 
Engle, Olive 
Evans, Corabel 
Eckey, Eddie 
Elliott, Wayne 
Forrett, William 
Frederick, Grace 
Foster, Irene 
Gregg, Eleanor 
Graham, Geneva 
Gustin, Gladys 


Johnson, Dorothy 
Kagy, Elberta 
Kelly, Pearl 
King. Martha 
Kachelhoffer, George 
Lawdahl, Naomi 
Lott, Raymond 
Myers, Robert 
McCagg, Ben 
McCagg, George 
McKean, Wallace 
McNay, Curtis 
Nicholson, Harold 
MacRae, Eleanor 


Gudenschwager. ArgyleMiller. Grace 


Hanks, Ione 
Hanks, Vivian 
Hansch, Louise 
Herzer, Marie 
Hooks, Mildred 
Hovde, Helen 
Howell, Frances 
Hyman, Minnie 
Harmon, Lewis 
Holland, Edward 
Hutchinson, Philip 
James, Willa 
Jennings, Ward 
Jones, Ralph 


Murphy, Celestia 
Pewick, Otto 
Prater, Louise 
Rubinson, Rose 
Shank, Naomi 
Schilling, Helen 
Sharman, Georgina 
Sales, Chalkley 
S iMisoN, Donald 
Skinner, Burnell 
Tallirico, Nick 
Woodard, Genevieve 
Walsh, Joseph 


Adams, Frances 
Aimes, Daisy 
Aliber, Essie 
Ashley, Ruth 
Adkins, Harry 
Billings. Melvin 
Blagburn, Alden 
Branson, Albert 
Burmeister, Donald 
Beatty, Elizabeth 
Beeghley, Gladys 
Berlovich, Anna 
Beymer, Helen 
Block, Julia 
Brownlee, Lillian 
Bryson, Pearl 
Butterfield. Cecil 
Cary, Naomi 
Christina, Emilie 
Cope, Inez 
Crail, Etha 
Crowell, Paloma 
Carr, Robert 
Chapman, Compton 
Clark, Ross 
Colony, Harold 
Cribb, Eugene 
Drew, John 
Dinsmore. Lucile 


Allen, Donald 
Andrews, Lucile 
Astley, Anna 
Anthony, Byron 
Bierwirth. Charles 
Bethel. Arland 
Bond. Gladys 
Brown, Russel 
Burns. Orval 
Chapman. Marvin 
Cohen, Sam 
Eklund, Daryle 
Ellis, Albert 
Furman, Morgan 
Germar, Lucille 
Goldfarb, Sam 


Class; i\oll 1919 

Home Room 256 


Home Room 253 
Goldfarb, Frieda 
Howard, Grace 
Hubbell, Fred 
Huss, Helen 
Hughes, Mary 
Lowe, Glen 
Kramer. Melvin 
Loomis, Dorothy 
Lewis, Fama 
Levitt, Esther 
Lorey, Florence 
McCagg, Nettie 
McBride, Roy 
McMichael, Claude 
McCaull, Isabelle 


McConnell, Evelyn 
McFadden, Dinwiddie 
McCoun, Cleo 
McChrystal. Beulah 
McElderry, Mildred 
McGuire, Elizabeth 
McGuire. Phil 
Morton, Curtis 
Newlen, Marie 
Morningstar, Myrna 
Miloslowsky, Cecil 
Palmer, Corinne 
Paul, Naomi 
Palmer, Goldie 
Panos. Elios 





Parker, Wendell 
Patterson, Vernon 
Perowsky, Aubrey 
Peterson, Clara 
Ray, Donald 
Ribble, Bernice 
Reinhardt, Hazel 
Rubinson, Alice 
Ridnour, Lester 


Allen, Edmund 
Allen, James 
Becker, Gerald 
Birmingham, Beulah 
Brett, Elihu 
Buchanan, Margaret 
Burmeister, Renata 
Case, Vernon 
Chapman, Lawrence 
Clark, Esther 
Cook, Roy 


Aldrich, Margap.e f 
Bastow, Forest 
Bonstel, Charlene 
Bradigum, Ruth 
Collins, Darwin 
Cooper, Cecile 
Conaway, Genevieve 
Friedman, Minnie 
Gibson, Howard 
Gould, Helen 
Hadden, Edith 
Hanselman, John 


Richards, Earl 
Ryan, Daisy 
Sampel, Myrtle 
Shook, Louise 
Smith, Claude 
Skinner, Dudley 
Smith, Merwin 
Snyder, Thelma 
Stoneroad, Martha 

Home Room 356 
Coons, Newman 
Hoovler, Carmen 
Klimowsky, Jacob 
O’Hara, Faber 
Phillips, Roy 
Proudfoot, Edwin 
Russell, Mabel 
S cARPiNO, William 
S iNDERsoN, Ben 
Stine, Gladys 

Home Room 250 
Holbrook, French 
Hubbell, Emanuel 
Hutchins, Mary 
Kelley, Marvel 
Kennedy, Lillian 
Lott, LeRoy 
McCabe, Ila 
McCormick, Ethel 
Marker, Hugo 
Miles, Beulah 
Peterson, Mildred 


Slayton, Leo 
Tallant, Lucy 
Tenny, Mildred 
True, Bernadine 
V iNETZ, Jack 
W ooLsoN, Julia 
Wolf, Dessie 
McCraven, Marcus 
Hutchinson, Joe 

Stoker, Anna Mae 
Staker, John 
Swarm, Pauline 
Thompson, Nova 
Wagner, Virginia 
Walker, La Von 
Wilkinson, Ada 
Wilkinson, Valda 
Woods, Charlie 
'V ooDS, Gladys 


SCHONNEMAN, MiLDRED 
Shafer, Phyllis 
Sherwin, Eugene 
Simpson, Lorraine 
Stebbins, Ernest 
Talley, Lorraine 
Tate, Kathryne 
Waldner, Bertha 
Watkins, Winifred 
W iELAND, Mary Louise 
Williams, Georgia 







































































































CLASS OF 1920 



Upper Row—Lydia Walker, Pauline Conner, Wray MacDonald, Ruth Sterelt, Corinne Conner, Rulh Lawson 
Third Row—Helen Britton, Margaret Wood, Velma Spurgeon, Anna Heggenberger, Ginevra Dickman, Ruby 
Dame, Leona Haner 

Second Row—Floyd Mainline, Robert Rex, Wade Maplelhorpe, Marion Smith. James Laurie, Glenn Boyer 
First Row—Gladys Zaingel, John Hanson, Kenneth Strawn, Lawrence Jones, Donald Willis, Ruth Wood, 
Josephine Jenney 


















CLASS OF 1920 



Upper Row—William Owen, Philip Cady, Maurice Cooper, Mario Varona, Raymond Denman, Ralph Maine 
Third Row—Frank Davis, Irma Griffin, Jeanette Fuller, Helen Cousins, Roma Hooks, Phoebe Harvey, Alice 
Keltner 

Second Row—Eugene Barr, Dorothy Skinner, Helen Gemmill, Fannie Richardson, Bernice Thomas, Meta Beltz, 
Genevieve Morton, Bowen Campbell 

First Row—Agnes Stuart, Jennie Cohen, Helen Chapman, Catherine Locke, Stella Bartlett, Dorothy Brown, 
Gertrude Minson 

/ 













CLASS OF 1920 



Upper Row Lucille George, Lillian Goldstein, Ruth Perkins, Ruth Stevenson, Eva Davis, Fern Gray, Pearl 
Burns 

Second Row—Junior Wood, Ernest Kalso, Harold Chaney. Roland Myers, Ronald Griffin. James McDaniels 
First Row—George Harnagel, Harold Little, James Tanner, Albert Yarowsky, Dick Ashman, Donald Hocken- 
berry, James Parmele 









CLASS OF 1920 



Top Row—Earl Olmstead, Peter Ainsworth, Ammon Dockstader, Percy Harvey 

Third Row—Hazel Ryan, Merle Wilson, Virginia Harrel, Ella Judd, Bertha Hummer, Esther McPherson 
Second Row—Karl Kintner, Robert King, Dale Hucka, Ralph Bishop, Richard Clarke, Elmer Ross 
First Row—Helen Church, Russell McNeal, Russell Ross, Malcolm Heefner, Sanden Stone, Maring Hall, Anna 
Heggenberger 
















CLASS OF 1920 



Upper Row--Warren Fellingham, Carol Waller, Richard Reilly. Benjamin Knox, Albert Baker, Gerald Young. 
Claire Bradley, Paul Harvey 

Middle Row—Nellie Alcorn, Ethel Lindblom, Marion Heckman, Katherine McClymond, Catherine Swift, 
Marion Parker, Elizabeth Robertson. Etha Crail 

Lower Row—Edwin Miller, Vashti Lott, Sarah Cloyd, Helen Bauer, Mary Kohan, Katherine Martin, Elizabeth 
Kneeland, Fred Colby 














Ainsworth. Pktkr 
Ashmian, Dick 
Astley. Richard 
Altweg, Cora 
Alcorn. Nellie 
Armstrong. Williard 
Bartlett. Stella 
Brown. Dorothy 
Brown. Irene 
Brock WAY. Herbert 
Bradley. Claire 
Bickford. Ruth 
Bower. Juanita 
Beeghley, Marjorie 
Beltz. Meta 
Baker. Albert 
Bernard. Roland 
Boyer. Glenn 
Berlovich. Ernest 
Britton. Helen 
Baridon. Madeleine 
Bauer. Helen 
Berry. Don 
Campbell. Bowen 
Clark. Richard 
Chapman. Norman 
Chapman. Helen 
Camp. Katherine 
Chaney, Harold 
Cherry. Vern 
Cary. Burnice 
Cloyd, Sarah 
Carlisle, Irene 
Cooper, Maurice 
Conner, Corinne 
Conner, Pauline 
Clayman, Sadie 
Church, Helen 
C oNRADi. Adolph 
Cousins, Helen 
Cutter, Anna 
Colby, Fred 
Cohen, Jennie 
Cady, Phil 
Connerton, Helen 
Dame, Ruby 
DeFoi, Donald 


Class! i^oU 1020 

Home Room 25 I 

Dockstader, Ammon 
Denman, Raymond 
Dw\'er, James 
Davis, Frank 
Davis, Harold 
Drew, Agnes 
Dippel, Clara 
Dickman, Ginevra 
Earl, James 
Enlow, William 
Fellingham. Warren 
Frye, Helen 
Fuller, Jeanette 
Fread, Dorothy 
Geil, Evelyn 
Gemmill, Helen 
George, Lucille 
Giffen, Ronald 
Griies, Wino 
Goldstein, Lillian 
Griffen, Irma 
Gifford, Ruby 
Goldman, Harry 
Harvey, Paul 
Harvey, Percy 
Harvey, Phoebe 
Heath, John 
Heavilin, Ernest 
Heckman, Marion 
Hersh, Blanche 
Heggenberger, Anna 
Hill, Irma 
Holbert, Helen 
Hooks, Roma 
Hucka. Dale 
Hulse, Otha 
Hummer, Bertha 
Hurley, Katherine 
Hainline, Floyd 
Hall. Maring 
Haner, Leona 
Hansen, John 
Harnagel, George 
Harrel, Virginia 
Hoffman, Minnie 
Highland, Byron 
Heefner, Malcolm 


Haubert, Bertha 
Hanson, Bert 
Hayes, Frances 
Isaacson, Fay 
Isaacson, Gertrude 
Jenney, Josephine 
Jones, Glen 
Jones, Paul 
Judd, Ella 
loNEs, Edythe 
Kalson, Ernest 
Kanoff, John 
Kautzky, Walter 
Kelly, Maurice 
Keltner, Alice 
King, Robert 
Kintner, Karl 
Knox, Benjamin 
Knox, Clifford 
Kohan, Mary 
Koons, Ann ETTA 
Koons, Dorothy 
Klimowsky, Abe 
Keasey, Lenore 
Kennedy, Harriet 
Kneeland, Elizabeth 
Lawson, Ruth 
Lee, Grace 
Leibson, Zella 
Levey, Gertrude 
Lindblom, Ethel 
Litts, Elvera 
Litts, Iva 
Little, Harold 
Locke, Catherine 
Lynn. Leslie 
Laurie, James 
McCall, John 
McClymond, Katherine 
MacHenry, Helen 
McKee. Louise 
McNeal, Russell 
McPherson. Esther 
McDonald, Wray 
McKenzie, Vera 
Magee, Gladys 
Maine, Ralph 





Maplethorpe, Wade 
Martin, Katherine 
Miller, Edwin 
Minson, Gertrude 
Myerly, Edward 
Myers, Roland 
Minick, Frances 
Mitchell, Charles 
Mitchell, Gladys 
Mitchell, Retha 
Moore, Vernon 
Manning, Bertha 
Mace, Edith 
Newman, Delma 
Nevins, Ecil 
Oliver, Clarice 
Olmsted, Earl 
Overholt, Eloise 
Packard, Newton 
Parker, Marion 
Parks, Helen 
Parmale, James 
Patterson, Kingsley 
Patton, Carroll 
Peters, Lucille 
Pflanz, Leo 
Priebe, Arthur 
P uMPHREY, Harold 
Reiley, Richard 
Rex, Robert 
Rhine, Chester 
Richardson, Albert 
Richardson, Fannie 


Barr, Lucien 
Dearborn, EIsther 
Hinton, Frank 
Hockenberry, Donald 


Anderson, George 
Atkins, Zeta 
Bishop, Ralph 
C oNOLLY, Lyle 
Davis, Eva 
Ehrensing, Viola 
Gray, Fern 


Richardson, Gladys 
Riggs, Dorence 
Robertson, Elizabeth 
Ross, Elmer 
Ross, Russell 
Russell, Lillian 
Sayers, Emma 
Sayers, May 
Scull, James 
Shaffer, Juniata 
Shaw, Paul 
Skinner, Dorothy 
Smedes, Russell 
Smith, Marion 
Snilson, Muriel 
Stafford, Ruth 
Sterett, Ruth 
S wiMFORD, ChLORIS 

Swift, Catherine 
Swift, Rose 
Stone, Sanden 
Spurgeon, Velma 
Simmons. Rosella 
Smith. Thyra 
Tanner, James 
Teas, George 
Thomas, Bernice 
Tiara, Irenea 
Trissel. Nevin 
Thompson, Lorine 
Waller. Carrol 
Wade, Ruth 
Walker, Louise 

Home Room 253 

Jones, Lawrence 
Lott, Vashti 
Miller, Thelma 
Moran, Frances 

Home Room 356 

Gregg, Ralph 
Humphrey, Harry 
James, Sara 
Jones, Lloyd 
McDaniels, James 
Meloy, Glen 


Walker, Lydia 
W iELAND, Marie 
Willis, Donald 
Wilson, Merle 
Winslow, Frank 
Whelan, Robert 
Wilton, Robert 
Wilkinson, Keith 
Wood, Junior 
Wood, Margaret 
Wood, Ruth 
Yarowsky, Albert 
Young, Gerald 
Young, Margaret 
Zaingel, Gladys 
Brown, Norman 
Burke, Loda 
Collins, Grace 
Conaway. Helen 
DuVall, Frank 
DuVall, Helen 
Guisinger, Marion 
Harvey. Opal 
Kendall, Verne 
Lane, Leola 
Mitchell, Harold 
Roach, Alice 
Stokes, Ruth 
Stuart, Agnes 
V iLLEMAiN, Chester 
Walker, Esther 
Welsh. Vergil 


Moran, Kirby 
Strawn, Kenneth 
W iLFORD, Anna 


Morton, Genevieve 
Owen, William 
Perkins, Ruth 
Ryan, Hazel 
Stevenson, Ruth 
Waters, Helen 














































































Apple, Rebie__ 

Batton, Leighton. 
Cummins. Joe<... 
Danielson, Jessie. 
Merchant, Don... 
Gaynor, Reginald 
Grefe, Raymond.. 
Mitchell. Fern 
Partch, Louis .. .. 
Royal. Gerald ... 

Wagner. Leota_ 

Wylie. Naomi..,. 


Hammond. Mott 
Loughran, Sara . 
Murphy. Donald 
McCauley, Thos. 
Maroney, Irene.. 
Phillips. Natalie. 
Preston. Lorene.. 
Savage. Clara. . .. 
Reinicing. Hope.. 

Smith. Una. 

Taake, Howard.. 
Storer, Richard . 
Turner. Charles. 
Watters. Phil. .. . 

Webb. Orvile.... 
Wylie, Norman.. 


Aten, Ruby_ 

Berrier, Guy_ 

Benson. Harrv 
Cooper. Ralph . .. .. 

Cravens, John__ 

Decker. Frank_ 

Elckerman. Dale... 
EJwell, Ambrose... 
Greene, Marian. 
Gaynor. Kenneth.. 
Griffith. Ramon. .. 

Hoffman. Alice_ 

Heckert, Leon_ 

Hanson. Hope.. . ., 
Miller. Marguerite. 

Miller. Frederic_ 

Mitchell. Philip. .. 
Parkinson. Knoble 
Peterson. Howard. 
Reese, Mabel..... 
Rehmann, Theodor 


AT SCHOOL 

1912 

..Chicago...Art Institute 

..Lansdowne, Pa___Pa. State College 

Boston...Chemist. Paper Mills 

.. 1435 4th St.. ..Drake 

..Ames...Ames College 

..1622 6th Ave.U. of Pa. 

..Ann Arbor..._.....U. of Mich. 

..1438 Harrison Ave_...U. of Mich. 

.. 1723 Oakland Ave._S. U. I. 

..1532 6th Ave.Drake 

..Victoria .. .. ., .. . .. .. ..Grinnell 

1913 

.. 14th and Hickman Ave. Des Moines College 

.-Tarkio, Mo_Student 

.-Corvallis, Ore.,..._Oregon S. A. C. 

.3100 2d St.Highland Park 

.1230 llth St.Des Moines College 

.1543 9th St.S. U. 1. 

.. 1502 4th St.Ames 

..1807 llth St..Drake 

..1124 University Ave... Des Moines College 

,. 1720 7th St....Ames College 

. 1224 9th St.. Ames College 

1701 6th Ave. _Wisconsin U. 

. 3939 Madison Ave.Ames College 

.. 1528 Washington Ave. .. Univ. of Nebraska. 

Medicine 

-Ankeny ..S. U. L 

..Nashville, Tenn. 

1914 


...Simpson 

.3910 5th St.Highlank Park 

.Long Beach......_U. of Minn. 

.1619 8th St_......... Drake. Law 

.1710 12th St.S. U. 1.. Medicine 

.1510 13th St-_Ames College 

. 1056 36th St. ......... Ames College 

-Minneapolis.....U. of Minn. 

, 1626 6th St....Drake 

.1524 18th St...._..Ames College 

.1448 8th St.Oberlin 

. 1330’Clark St-Ames College 

.Chicago .. ___ .. .-Gertrude Howe Sch. 

- _ .. .. .. ._ __..Highland Park 

.1243 9th St-Grinnell 

,.1622 llthSt...._..Des Moines College 

. 1437 7th St__ ..School, Mich. 

.1431 9th St.-.Ames. C E. 

1113 University Ave_Des Moines College 

..Des Moines_..Ames College 


Ruffner, Helen---1438 9th St_Ames College 

Ruhl. David.1502 llth St..Cornell U. 

Sherman. OIney... .. .. .. ..Grinnell.. ..Grinnell 

Van Dyke. Harry...-- 1440 6th Ave....U. of Chicago 

Young, Nena . . .. ... ... .. .... .. .. __Des Moines College 


Backman, Virginia.... 

Blount. Helen .. 

Bowen. Katherine.. 
Davy, Marguerite . .. 

Foster, Margaret. 

Grinstead. Marguerite 

Hanes, Corinne. 

Harrison. Raymond., 

Hawks. Vincent_... 

Hosmer, Mary ....... 

Hunter. Gladys. __ 

Kirch. Walter. 

Kirkwood, Leonard ... 

Lauer, Albert.. __ 

I ewis. Eldwin .. __ 

Marsh. David.. 

Miloslowsky. Sarah... 

Mitchell, Janet. 

Myerly, Josephine_ 

Noe. Lauretta_ 

Ogle, Nellie. 

Preston. Foster. 

Reese. Carl___ 

Runyon, Leta___ 

Savage. Perry_ 

Shiltz, Geneva . .. 

Smith. Gretchen. 

Tullis. Ethel. 

Van Ginkel, Charles. . 

White, Lynn.. 

Magill, Margaret_ 


Allen. Carol_ 

Ayres. Garl. 

Bartlett, Bernice... 
Campbell, Allen . .. 
Campbell. Elvaree . 

Cooper, Grace ___ 

Cooper, John __ 

Cotnam, Mildred... 
Crook, Carrie ..... 

Cushman. Roy__ 

Elide. Clark_ 

EJliott, Hortense... 
Finlayson, Mary... 

Rach, Agnes__ 

Fread, Everett_ 


1915 

....1717 9th St..Fargo College 

...1073 37th St.Drake 

_Beaver Ave._Drake 

...1427 10th St.S. U. I. 

....1524 llth St...Drake 

.. .. 1038 6th Ave....- Drake. Music 

_1429 4th St___...Des Moines College 

...2009 10th St.Ames. C. E. 

.. 1702 7th St.Drake 

....3415 7th St--.....U. of Chicago 

_1821 8th St..Grinnell 

...1616 7th St.U. of Chicago 

_1426 12th St...._- Ames College 

.. . Annapolis ..Naval Academy 

.. .. 1320 5th St. ...__ ..Highland Park 

.. .. 1538 9th St. ......... Ames College 

...1160 9th St. Drake 

...1315 5th St.Highland Park 

_1700 Oakland .. ..Ames 

.. 723 Polk Blvd. .Drake 

... 4007 BowdoinSt.S. U. 1. 

_1502 4th St.. ..Ames Colley 

. .. I I 13 University Ave. - . S, U. L, Dentistry 

.. -- 1326 10th St..Chicago University 

. -. 1807 11 th St.... Ames. C. E. 

..1431 5th St.N. H. S. Post Grad¬ 

uate 

_1956 Arlington Ave.... .Frances Shimer Sch. 

_3212 8th St ......_- Drake 

...1805 6th Ave.U. of Pa. 

_842 9th St..... Drake. Law 

,..,17 Ravina Drive __..Western College 

1916 

...3222 4th St.Highland Park 

______ Northwestern 

_1951 Arlington Ave- Drake 

_Nebraska__U. of Nebraska 

...Nebraska__ __U. of Nebraska 

_Long Beach. Calif-..Long Beach High 

_2511 Clark St__Pr*st Graduate. 

Drake 

...1149 8th St .......... Cumming Art Sch. 

.. 3219 3d St.Highland Park. 

Music 

...1135 Oak Park Ave.Highland Park 

_423 Euclid Ave___.Des Moin»*8 College 

.. .1311 9th St. Ames 

...1333 Mondam’n Ave... Drake 

..1118 llth St.Drake 

_College Ave...Grinnell 



BBB 




















































































































































































Gemmill, John — 

Cerberich. Carl. 

Hall. Frances. 

Halhiuist. Victor — 
Hamlin, Marcia. ... 
Henderson, Tasker. 

Henry, Mary .. 

Higgins. Wilson .. .. 

Howell. Hellen. 

Jager, Wanda...... 

Kilmar, Robt-- 

Kimball, Grace.... 

Ladd, Mason...... 

McCall. Frances . . .. 

Miller, Donald. 

Mortenson, Johanna 
Murphy. Thomas ... 

Nelson. Thelma __ 

Patterson. Eldith... 

Prouty, Emilv. 

Proctor, Gladys ... 
Sherman. Carroll... 
Stocker. Geraldvne. 

Thomas, Harold_ 

Van Vliet, Earle_ 

Van Dyke. Nellie .. 
Weitz. Harold. 


Anderson. Katheryne. 

Bruner, Frances__ 

Barnes. Walter . .. __ 

Bowen. Helen___ 

Blish, Margery....... 

Coon. Gertrude __ 

Casebeer. Bernice_ 

Carpenter, Ethel__ 

Cassady, Hugh ...... 

Elaton, Mabel . 

Ettinger, Sydney 

Gordon, Maymie _ 

Hutchinson. Elizabeth 

^nes. Carl.. 

Kinsey. Eva _ 

Mehan. Harold...... 

Morris, Will . 

Morris, Ada......... 

Newell, Roy . 

Nesbit, Margaret. 

Palmer, Walter. 

Parrish. Robert . 

Risser, Raymond,.... 

Smith, Harold . 

Stiles. Helen.. 


1524 6th Ave. 

1175 9th St. . 

135 Franklin. 

1731 13th St. 

1343 7th St.. 

8th and Forest Ave. 

927 9th St. 

1914 8th St.. 

1948 Arlington.... 
Aitken, Minn.. 


.1301 10th St. 

1336 26th St.. 

1624 Oakland Ave. 

4012 2d St.. 

.1543 20th St.. 

1334 Penn Ave... 

.1517 16th St. 

685 36th St. 


1600 Oakland ..... 

.721 Clark St. 

.408 Indiana Ave. 

1809 llth St. 

1510 13th St. .. 

1805 6th Ave. 

1440 6th Ave. 

Oak Lawns, Waterbury 
Road ... 

WORKING 


.Drake 

Drake 

Highland Park, 
Music 
Drake 
Drake 
Ames 
Grinnell 
Drake 
Drake 

.Aitken, Minn. H. S., 
Normal 
. Drake 
Drake 
Grinnell 

Cumming Art Sch. 

Ames 

Drake 

Drake 

Des Moines College 

Drake 

Grinnell 

Des Moines College 

Drake 

Drake 

Drake 

U. of Pa. 

Ames 

Drake 


1912 


.1717 23d St. 

.California.. 

.Farm... , 

731 17th St. 

. Bussey . 

. 1406 Jefferson St.,., 

.1325 Forest Ave- 

.1346 7th St. . . .. 
.Silver City, N. Mex, 
300 Oakland Ave.. . 
.Chicago 

.1213 22d St. 

1924 8th St. . 

414 S. E. 7th St ... 

3413 4th St. 

Des Moines _ . 

Jamaica, Mont...,. 

Des Moines...__ . 

..Lacey, la. .. 

.1414 19th St.. 

Des Moines__ .. , 

Des Moines..... .. , 

Eddyville, la. 

.1325 7th St. 

.1419 9th St. 


_D. M. Hosiery Mills 

_Teaching 

... Managing 

..Teaching 
.. ..Teaching 
... -Stenographer 

_Teaching 

.. ..Teaching 

_Helia Nat. Forest 

... Stenographer 
,. . Working 
.. . Stenographer 
.. . -Teaching 
.. ..Working 
.. . Stenographer 

_Mgr. Quali-Tire Co. 

_Ranching 

_Teaching, Violin 

, ....Supt. Cons. School 

_Stenographer 

_Machinist 

_Lawyer 

... Inst r H. S. 

..Working 
__Stenographer 


Smith, May . .. 
Wolever, Ruth 


Anderson, Ethel ....... 

Bridge, Marguerite_ 

Blackburn. Mortimer. 

Chriss, Edith __ 

Chapman, Louis . __ 

Cook, Roger. 

Coorer, Glen.. . 

Davidson, Abraham. . 

Faston, Evan. . 

ElsiTiinger, Ar»riide . 
Ellingson, Victor . .... 

EJliott. Dale . . ... 

Gerberich. EJsa. 

Green, Sara_ 

Hammond. Geo— , . 

Hartsook, Robt. 

Hartsook, Fred _ 

Harrington, Nora . . . 

Hast, Madaline. 

Heckert, Hazel 
Keightley, Genevieve . 

Law. Wilda.- 

Levey, Anna ...- 

Lewis, Mary _..... 

Moore. Mabel___ 

Miller, Vivian__ 

Noe. Agnes. .... .. .., 
Reed, Martha.. 

Riegelman, Alfred ... 

Shepard. Lester ___ 

Taylor. Wm- 


Billet. Goldie.. .. 

Bragg. Bernice- 

Cooper, Ralph . -- 

Carothers, Wallace . - . 

Davie. Paul --- 

Eide. Fannie . __ ., 

Everett, Huber. 

Hou.nton. Tryphena ... 

Huff. Lorene.- .. 

Hulsizer, Doris . ___ 

Irving, Bessie. ....... 

i ennings, Carrie- 

lennell, Olive. 

Koger, Ray. 

Lupher, Lela.. . 

Lundgren. Harold_ 

Levey, Abe___ . 


.2731 30th St..Teaching 

. .. 1194 9th St.Teaching 

1913 

. .. . Kellogg, la ...Teaching 

__ Bondurant.Teaching 

.Esthervilic_Banking 

.1310 College ..- Sfenographer 

1331 9th St. . . Salesrnan 

.. . Chrystal City, Tex.Farming 

. ... ..Garage 

.1723 Oakland... Salesman 

_Br.ulder, C'^lo. . . _Working 

.l!7lllthSt. - ..Stenographer 

.Hull and Cambridge 

Ave....Mgr. Egg Co. 

.1140 21st St...Buck Bros. 

... . Greenville .Teaching H. S. 

_65 Cillege Ave . . . Sttnr>graoher 

__ 14th and Hickman Ave. Salesman 

... .. 1495 Harrison St.la. Nat. Bank 

. .. 1495 Harrison St.Architect 

.... Adair, la..Teacher 

.1446 6th Ave.Stenographer 

.1700 20th St. - Auditor, Wilkins* 

.2d and Ovid St..Bookkeeper 

_Ankeny.Teaching 

.... 1448 5 th St... D. M. Auto Supply 

.1336 Harrison St.Stenographer 

.1509 6th Ave.Office work 

_1543 20th St.Nursing 

.1181 9th St.D. M. Drug 

.1503 Forest Ave _Bookkeeper and 

Stenographer 

__ 1127 8th St ...Burlington Basket 

Co. 

_721 Oak Park Ave. . __Mgr. Coal Co. 

... ..Udell.-.. ..Banker 

1914 

__Park Ave. and Union St. Stenographer 

.1705 Mondamin Ave_Stenographer 

.1542 12th St.. Working 

Tarkio, Mo. ..Instr. College 

...-Dunlap .Farming 

.. .. .423 Euclid Ave. ....Teaching 

.925 Forest Ave..Salesman 

.1300 5th St...Clerk 

.1605 Washington St-Clerk 

... . 10th and Madison St. Clerk 

_1548 I Ith St. . . ... Clerical 

.1339 22d St..Stenographer 

.1454 16th St...Teaching 

.... 1920 9th St.Clerk 

.1507 7th St.Clerical 

.3516 1st Sr.,.Teaching 

_1408 16th St.Printer 

_Omaha.Insurance 


























































































































































































Lawson. Leland.. 

Marmon. Ina_ 

McCall. Clark.... 
MacRae, Donald., 
McCrane. Bert.... 
McCanon. Ivan... 

Noe, Clyde_ 

Palnrier, Geo.__ 

Seeman, Ralph 

Selby, Herbert_ 

Samuel. Inez. 

Slocum. Joe__ 

Savage, Ada_ 

Stephenson. I nez.. 
Stephenson. Oliver 

Schiltz. Clifford_ 

Voorhees, Edith_ 

Whelan, John. 

Wheeler. Pearl.. .. 


Ashby, Ina. 

Booth, Dorothy_ 

Bradford. Hiley... . 

Campbell. Cleo_ 

Carr, Margaret_ 

Casner, Frances_ 

Clos. Lawrence_ 

Connell. Bryan_ 

Crawford, Harold . . 

Cribb, Leslie_ 

Davie. Marcella_ 

Callarno, Florence,, 

Goldstein. Tubias_ 

Gottlieb, Florence.. 
Grinstead. Marie... 
Harmon, Marjorie.. 
Horne, Deborah.... 
Hutchinson, Charles 
Jackley, Winfield... 

Kirch. Margaret_ 

Lewis, Ravena_ ., 

Lipshitz. Rose_ 

Moore, Elmmet.. 

Nesbit, Ruth_... 

Poorbaugh. Eva,.. ., 

Priebe, Edna. . 

Prothero, Percy_ 

Rubinson, Isadore... 
Shorten, Gertrude... 

Spieth, Marie. 

Stewart. Gladys. 

Swanson. Edward_ 

Whelan. Effie. 

Yanke, Mary__ 

Stephenson. Marie... 


..1540 5th St.. 

..1625 Jefferson St... 

..4202 2d St. 

..24 and Park Ave.. 

.1334 14th St. 

3325 3d St. 

..North Dakota. 

.1515 7th St. 

.St. Paul .. __ 

. 1630 Oakland Ave. 


214 Euclid Ave 
Ft. Dodge..... 
1807 Nth St... 
1304 12th St... 
1534 12th St... 
1431 5th St.... 

1193 9th St_ 

1513 12th St,... 
132 Franklin St. 


1915 


..Insurance 

..Teaching 

..Driver Milk Wagon 
..Chase & West 
..Stenographer 
..Clerk 
..Traveling 
..Electrical Elx^rt 
..Circulation Dept. 
Paper 

..Reporter, D. M. 

Capital 
.Teaching 
..In business 
.Teaching 
.Stenographer 
.Salesman 
.Stockman 
..la. Nat. Bank 
.Mailing Clerk 
-Public Library 


..1623 8th St. 

..3510 4th St. 

.-3919 3d St. 

..Minburn.__ 

.. Monroe. . __ 

..21 and Franklin St. 
..1423 Harrison St... 

..1700 llth St. 

.. 1426 6th Ave_ 

..1426 1st St. 

..1427 lOth St. 

..1316 5th St. 

..1424 9th St. 

.1535 llth St. 

.. 1038 6th Ave._ 

.-Plover.. 

..1320 16th St. 

.1607 9th St. 

.. 1629 Oakland_ 

-1815 Oakland_ 

-1336 Harrison St... 

.1557 Bluff St. 

-1406 lOth St. 

.1414 9th St. 

.Mingo.. 

.1329 Bluff.. 

.4035 13th St. 

.1306 4th St.. 

. 1600 Vermont St_ 

.1814 Jefferson St_ 

.1511 12th St. 

.1168 14th St. PI... 

.1513 12th St.. 

.1621 12th St.. 

.1304 12th St.. 


..Stenographer 
.-Secretary 
..Stenographer 
..Teaching 
..Teaching 
. - Stenographer 
. .Collector 
.-D. M, Drug Co. 
.-Teller 
. -Stenographer 
.. Stenographer 
..Stenographer 
.-Traveling Salesman 
..Stenographer 
..Teaching Music 
..Teaching 
. -Office work 
.-Traveling Salesman 
..Compositor 
..Reporter 
.Stenographer 
-Stenographer 
.. Salesman 
..Stenographer 
..Teaching 
.Stenographer 
Stenographer 
-Stenographer 
-Stenographer 
-Stenographer 
-City Library 
.Bookkeeper 
.Employment Bureau 
.City Library 
-Stenographer 


1916 


Booth. George. , .. . 

Bradish. Leland_ 

Brown. Edgar_ 

Bunz. Louiae.. 

Campbell. Clarence 
Conkright, Milton.. 

Cox, Herbert..._ 

Englund .Florence.. 

Enlow, Ruth.. 

Greene, Alfred . .. .. 

Harlan. Verl_ 

Harrison. Marie_ 

Henry. Charlotte... 

Humphrey, Vera_ 

Hutchinson. Lucy.. 

Kern, Cecilia. 

Locke. John. 

Lorey, Paul_ 

Lucus. Katie__ 

MacCanon, EJdon.. 
McCord. Robert. . . 
McNeley, Mildred.. 
MacRae, Harold... 

Mace, Faye_ 

Moeller, Bertha.... 

Moeller, Olive ___ 

Nicolle, Marie. 

Peterson, Edna. 

Riley, Helen_ 

Robinson. ELarl_ 

Selby, Rodney..... 

Sillick, Mary._ 

Skinner, Mabel. . . . 
Stevens. Carleton . , 
Talbott. Marjorie.. 

Wagner, Paul. 

Warren. Helen_ 

Watkins, Clifford... 
Wood, Thomas .... 
Yarowsky. David.., 
Zea, Lloyd. 


- 3500 4th St..Bankers Life 

.. 1303 5th St--Photography 

..Illinois-....-Farming 

-.3309 5th St.......... ..Clerical 

..3521 2d St....-...Bankers Life 

..1205 8th St-Mailing Clerk D, M. 

Capital 

-.45 and Roseland Ave... Shipping Clerk 

..Collins-Teaching 

..1403 Jefferson St. Bookkeeper 

..Minneapolis_.... .. ..Clerical 

.. 1506 4th St.. . - Saleswoman 

-954 19th St.Teaching 

-1612 llth St.Clerical 

..1222 14th St.......Stenographer 

.-1617 Ohio St........_Clerical 

..Elaston Bjvd.Teaching 

— 30 and Hickman Ave... Salesman 
..8 and Oak Park Ave. ...Bankers Life 

.. 1350 21st St.... --- Stenographer 

. - Pleasantville.Farming 

-1012 Day St-Salesman 

— 1524 23d St.. --Office, Dr. Fike 

..24 and Park Ave.Assistant Cashier 

N. B. C. 

- 1530 Arlington Ave.Long Distance Op. 

-1335 13th St....Clerical 

-1335 13th St--Saleswoman 

1425 Maple St.Teaching 

-1618 E. 13th St.- ... ..Teaching 

..1333 Jefferson St-...Saleswoman 

-1536 Jefferson.—Salesman 

-1639 Oakland . Reporter 

-3608 Rollins Ave_....-Teaching 

.1637 Ohio St..-Stenographer 

-1535 12th St— --... -Stenographer 

-Urbandale....._ ..Clerical 

. 1522 5th St.---B^kkeeper 

. 1522 23d St.--Stenographer 

.1333 6th Ave.......... Stenographer 

.213 Clark St.Stenographer 

-1152 7th St. Salesman 

-Pa*‘i* Isle, So. Car......U. S. Marine Corps 

MARRIED 


1912 


Hill, Helen Clinite_ 

Wilson, Hune Calvert..... 
Anderson, Flossie Johnson 

Alldridge, Opal Keck. 

Findorff, Leona Reeve . . .. 

Schiltz, Eva Schmitt. 

Mehan, Gladys Smith_ 

Bachman, Helen Squires.. 
Dodd, Marjorie Shearer_ 


.The Victoria 
.Moulton 

San Antonio, Texas 
.3821 Carpenter Ave. 
.Madison, Wis. 

.1324 9th St. 

. Marshalltown 
1321 33d St. 

Regina, Calif. 





































































































































































































1913 


Lyons, EUizabeth Enlow.1717 2l8t St. 

McCawlev, Jennie 

Jessop, Mary_____Maxwell. la. 

rowler, D. Van Hyning....____Mason City, la. 


1914 


Albough. Bernice Birdsall.. .. ..Ankeny 

Reeve, Ruth Graves . ....Muscatine 

Cook, Beatrice Royer ....Crystal City, Texas 

Lundgren, Julia Webster.1408 16th St. 


1915 

Gordon, Fern Anderson___1131 Oak Park Ave. 

McNclly, Lcta Gibson 

Smith, Alda Marmon......1625 Jefferson St, 

McVey, Adelaide Merriam 
Bernstein, Dorothy Miloslowsky 


1916 


Gerhart. Marguerite Davis 


AT HOME 
1912 

O'Brien. Josephine.Cedar Rapids 

Robertson. Lora 

Van de Bogart, June....._..._..1306 Harrison Ave. 


1913 


Heath, Gretchen . 
Knotts. Helen .. 
Marxer, Marie... 

Stowell. Aleta_ 

Taylor, Mary__ 


.1820 Sixth Ave. 
.1818 Arlington 
.1233 Fifth St. 
.1207 llth St. 
Udell, la. 


1914 


Peck. Lucille .1504 8th St. 

Warren. Louis. ..161® Mondamin Ave. 


1915 


Riggs. Arleigh ..Topeka 

Riggs, Nettie.Topeka 

Ross. Hazel...1345 7th St. 


1916 


Berry. Meda .... 
Bussey, Chrystal . 
Cockburn, Julia.. 
Dwyer, Johanna 
McKee. Bernice , 
Munson, Helen 
Robertson. Grace 
Stevenson. Boyd . 
Wail. Anna. 


.1519 Washington St 
.1815 8th St. 

676 24th St. 

.1408 Bluff St 
.1702 12th St. 

.1608 12th St. 

.36th and Urbandale 
.512 Clark St. 
















































































































Karl ^ agner, Agnes Buchanan, Leslie Bleakley, Florence Williams, Berkeley Gaynor, Esther Greene, 

Laura Pratt 


d)e ^tubent ^sf^ociation 

The organization of North High into a Student Association in 1915 marked the beginning of a new 
era in our school life. Mr. Eaton, as exponent of the system, has shown us a better way to manage our 
activities. Of course, our legislature, the Council, has enjoyed a busy year. The original constitution 
of the Association was revised and several new by-laws added. The organization of several science and 
language clubs was authorized by the Council, after the approval of their constitutions. The standing 
committees have been busily engaged in regulating conditions in our corridors and cafeteria. We com¬ 
mend them upon their very efficient services to the school. Our officers have certainly done all things to 
promote the interests of North High. We congratuate them, realizing that they have set a worthy stand¬ 
ard for future officers. 

OFFICERS OF STUDENT ASSOCIATION 


Office First Semester Second Semester 

President ... Karl Wacner Leslie Bleakley 

Girl’s Vice President. Agnes Buchanan Florence Williams 

Boys’ Vice President. Graham Ruhl Berkeley Gaynor 

Secretary . Esther Greene Laura Pratt 

Auditor .F. H. Stewart F. H. Stewart 

COUNCIL members 


First Semester: Joyce Allen, Miss Baldwin, Agnes Buchanan, Catherine Clock, Ruby Dame, Mr. 
Eaton, Olive Engle, Esther Greene, Mr. Greenwalt, lone Hanks, Roma Hooks, James Horsburgh, Hiram 
Hunn, Mary Hutchins, Dorothy Johnson, Laury Luckey, Glen Lowe, Julian Minassian, Nettie McCagg, 
Russell McNeal, Elias Panos, Graham Ruhl, lola Runyon, Eddie Scarpino, ^VllIlam Sproul, Locke 
Tilton, Mr. Teakle, Frank Winslow, Donald Willis, Lydia Walker, George Watters, Karl Wag ner, Carl 
Williams. 

Second Semester: Daisy Aimes, Miss Baldwin, Leslie Bleakley, Don Braddy, Harold Chaney. 
Sarah Cloyd, Charles Devendorf, Mr. Eaton, Warren Fellingham, Berkeley Gaynor, Robert Greenman, 
Mr. Greenwalt, Brooks Heath, Agnes Henderson, Fama Lewis, Ruth Lawson, Glen Lowe, Luther Myser, 
George McCagg, Roland Myers, Mildred McEIderry, Frances McKee, Julian Minassian, Harold Nichol¬ 
son, Thornton Penn, Laura Pratt, Margaret Reeve, Frances Stringham, Harry Tilden, Bernice Thomas, 
Mr. Teakle, Karl Wagner, Florence Williams. 




















Cfje i^abio Club 

1 he Radio Club of 1916-17 held its first meeting early in November. With Mr. 
Thomas at the head about twenty-five boys answered the first call. The first business was 
the election of a temporary chairman, and for this James Allen was chosen. Then a con¬ 
stitution committee was appointed to draft rules to govern the club. These were Julian 
Toulouse, Luther Myser and Paul Stringham. Their work was approved by the club on 
the Friday following their appointment. 

The constitution authorized the election of four officers. Those selected were: James 
Allen, president; French Holbrook, vice president; Miller Hamlin, secretary; and Gerald 
Becker, program manager. The secretary, however, found it necessary to resign and his 
place was filled by Malcolm Eaton. 

The time was spent in instruction during this period. The program chairman called 
upon various members of the club to give short talks on subjects which had interested them. 
Several owners of wireless instruments gave the results of their experiments and Mr. Thomas 
contributed his valuable aid. 

The second semester brought a new election. In the former order, the officers were: 
Gerald Becker, Malcolm Eaton, French Holbrook and James Allen. Two afternoons 
were set aside for code practice in Room 303, and three sets of keys and buzzers were in¬ 
stalled. In this manner, the members were able to practice without expensive apparatus 
and soon became more proficient in sending and receiving calls. 

It was unfortunate that the war with Germany forced many young operators to dis¬ 
mantle their aerials, but very few complaints were heard. It was a measure of safety and 
the carrying into effect of one clause in the government licenses. However, when radio 
operators are needed, the North High Club can furnish a dozen good men who are anxious 
to do their bit for Uncle Sam. 













THIRD YEAR GERMAN CLUB 



Mildred Nelson, Benjamin Toubes, Faye Stiles, Frank Kilgore, Ella Stein, Martha Bryant, 
Bonita Bradish 


2Der i)orb ^oci) JDeutscfje Ixlutj 

The German clubs have been one of the greatest sources of interest to those now tak¬ 
ing second year German, and one for those who have completed it. The second year c!ub 
has spent many delightful hours, making use of German customs and playing German 
games. One feature of the year’s work was an imaginary trip to Germany. The club 
also had a progressive party during the winter. The officers for the first semester were: 
George Watters, president; William Sproul, vice president; Helen Spieth, secretary; Mary 
Rose, chairman of program committee. For the second semester the officers were: Juliet 
Seeman, president; Helen Hovde, vice president; Sarah Friedman, secretary; Lillian 
Stewart, chairman of program committee. 

The Third Year German Club is composed of those who wished to make further study 
of the German language. It has met every Tuesday after school, and German plays have 
been read and discussed. Fhe membership included: Ella Stein, Faye Stiles, Bonita 
Bradish, Mildred Nelson. Martha Bryant, Benjamin Toubes and Frank Kilgore. 




























SECOND YEAR GERMAN CLUB 



Upper Row—Mildred Tenny, Lillian Cochrane, Thelma Gilman, Helen Slevenson, Juliet Seeman, Marion Tenny, Sara Friedman 

Middle Row—Frances Wells, Iva Gittins, Mary Rose, Helen Spieth, Stella Schroeder, Frances Stringham 

Lower Row:—Ruth Bauer, Lillian Stewart, George Watters, Mrs. Behr, Aubrey Perowsky, Katherine Evans, Marie Barnes 




















Cl)e Hiitm Chit) 

The North High Latin Club, known as the **Societas Romana'' was organized Feb¬ 
ruary 26. 1917. The charter members were selected from the various Latin classes. All 
in the Vergil class were admitted as charter members in consideration of the fact that this 
is their last year in North High. Those desiring membership in the club since its organiza¬ 
tion, upon presenting their application, are passed upon by the membership committee and 
voted upon by the club. 

The government of the club is modeled after that of the Roman Republic The 
membership is divided into four orders, which are called by the names used in olden times 
in Rome: Senatores, consisting of the fourth year classes; equites, the Cicero students; 
plebes, the Caesar students; and the provinciales, the first year students. Two consuls 
were elected from the senatorial order to act as governing officials. Two censors, elected 
from the general membership, act with the consuls as a membership committee. Four 
aediles, appointed by the consuls, compose the program committee. One was chosen 
from each order, the oldest one in service retiring at the end of each regular meeting. The 
consuls and censors hold office for one semester. The officers elected were: Iva Gittins 
and Hiram Hunn, consuls; Mildred Nelson and William Wilkinson, censors. 


The club, among its other activities, has presented a series of slides on Roman life. 
One group of these was presented before the Assembly, and was lectured on by members 
of the club. The slides were illustrative of old Greek and Roman mythology and were 
very interesting as well as instructive. At the regular meetings of the club, programs were 
given, consisting of sketches of Roman life, poems and selections from translations of old 
Roman literature. 

As so many first year students applied for membership, it became necessary to organ¬ 
ize a first year Latin club as a province of the Societas Romana. Their governing officer 
is a governor appointed from the membership of the other club by the consuls. Agnes 
Barnard was chosen for this office. Their meetings are much the same as those of the So¬ 
cietas Romana. 




JUNIOR CHAMBER OF COMMERCE 



Upper Row—Sproul. Kilgore. Wagner. Baker, Brody, Haeseler, Davis, McElderry, Gill 
Lower Row—Hovde, Case, Walters, Lloyd, Darling, Kerr, Jenney, Colony 















































^Tfje Bhinior Cfjainljfr of Commerce 


The initial meeting of the Junior Chamber of Commerce was held on Saturday 
morning. October 31st. in the Commercial Club rooms. The opening speeches were 
made by Mr. Faxon and Mr. Slinker and several other business men of Des Moines. 
Gerald Olmstead was chosen to take the chair temporarily; Cole Bertholf was made secre¬ 
tary, and permanent standing committees were appointed. 

On the following Wednesday, we visited the power plant of the Des Moines Electric 
Company. After the trip, a business meeting took place, and the names of permanent 
candidates for office were submitted. In the ensuing election, Harold Parnham, of West 
High, received the presidency; Robert McElderry, the secretaryship, and Gerald Olm¬ 
stead was elected treasurer. 


At the next meeting. Mr. McCormick, of the Des Moines Clay Company, gave a 
very interesting talk and extended a cordial invitation to visit the plant. This was accepted 
the following Saturday. 


The next trip was to the Successful Farming plant, but only six were present. 

One of the most interesting features of the semester’s work was the talk gievn by Mr. 
LeQuatte, “the million-dollar advertising man.’’ Mr. LeQuatte was later pressed into 
service as an adviser on the publicity committee and did some splendid work. 

At the next meeting. Mrs. Burdick favored us with a talk along vocational lines. The 
election held at this meeting for the second semester resulted as follows: Paul Darling, 
president; Harold Parnham, vice president; Perry Johnson, secretary; LeRoy Lloyd, 
treasurer. 


The first meeting under the new administration was held on February 7th, and we 
had the pleasure of listening to Harry Polk on a question most vital at the time. “Our 
naval situation and the different training camps to be held at various points in the middle 
west the following summer.’’ Plans were also discussed for a program to be given before 
a regular Friday noon council of members of Des Moines Senior Chamber of Commerce. 

Other tours of inspection during the semester included the local stations of the 
Weather Bureau, the Post Office, and the Hawkeye Tire Company. Seemingly, the most 
important meeting was the one of recent date, at which we had the honor of listening to 
Governor Harding and Admiral Peary. Almost two hundred fellows enjoyed the program. 

Mr. Faxon gave us a short talk on the heat franchise and asked us to advertise the 
benefits of such a project, and since we have been commended upon our work in this cam¬ 
paign. The next campaign was “Clean Up and Paint Up,’’ in which we were given an 
active part. 

A plan is being launched at present, which is probably one of the first of its bnd in 
any organization and no doubt will become popular in other commercial clubs. 1 his is 
to divide the whole membership into small committees under the direction of some of the 
prominent business men of Des Moines, who will take the committees into their stores or 
factories, and explain how they are run. This, when completed, will give each boy an 
opportunity to do something and at the same time learn something of use to him in the 
future. 


The Junior Chamber of Commerce has had a very successful year, and we are hop¬ 
ing the club will next year take up the work where we leave off and make it an even better 
year than the one we are about to close. 




STUDIO CLUB 



Upper I^w—Mercedes Sloss. Alice Sherwood. Miss Dixon. Nellie Tullis. Helen Easter 

Middle Row—Lenore Hecfncr. BoniU Bradish, Anna Heggenbcrger. Marguerite Lake, Mildred Tenny 

Lower Row—Ella Stem, Geneva Marlin, Lucile Germar, Iva Lilts, Helen Beymer, Marguerite Brooker 



















Cfte ^tubio Clut) 

As has been stated in the constitution, the purpose of the Studio Club is to further 
the appreciation of art in North High. It has been working toward this end. 

The regular meetings are held every other Thursday afternoon from 3:15 until 4 
o’clock. A social meeting once a month alternates with a business meeting. Usually a 
talk is planned on some subject of interest to the club. These talks have been very inter¬ 
esting. Sometimes we have an open discussion of art in general or of some particular pic¬ 
ture. In the social meetings, light refreshments are provided. 

In the business meetings, after the transaction of necessary business. Miss Dixon, or 
some one else who has been appointed, gives a talk on some subject pertaining to art. 

During the winter there have been many exhibitions of great worth in Des Moines, of 
which we have had good reports. In November, after the Swedish Art Exhibit was held 
at the Historical Building, one member of the club told the nature and customs of the Swed¬ 
ish people, and another gave a report on the pictures. The whole club went to see them. 
Another interesting exhibit of French and Belgian art was shown at the Public Library. 
A review was given with a general discussion following. In addition to these things, the 
biographies of many artists have been studied in the club. 

Early in the year we had an exhibition of Medici prints. On this occasion, we in¬ 
vited our friends and the teachers of North High to view the pictures and have tea with us. 
We had many other social times, among which was a Valentine party at the home of Miss 
Dixon. A picnic in the woods was also enjoyed. Just before Christmas, we held a small 
bazaar in which craft and Christmas cards were on sale. 

Recently more members from the art classes have joined the Studio Club and seem to 
take a great interest. Many will have to drop out at the end of this year, but we all hope 
the club will be continued, as we feel that it is worth while. New officers are elected every 
semester, no officer holding the same office more than two preceding semesters. The offi¬ 
cers now are: Lenore Heefner, president; Mercedes Sloss, vice president; Geneva Martin, 
secretary and treasurer; Marguerite Lake, chairman of social committee; Mildred Tenny, 
chairman of publicity committee. 





STYLES BY ART DEPARTMENT 


























Y. W. C. A. BRANCH 



Upper Row—Charlene Bonslel, Mary Hughes, Mildred Tramel, Lucile George, Lydia Walker, Jessie Horne 
Fourth Row—Dorrance Riggs, Mane Adams, Laura Pratt, Irene Lngle, Iva Gittins, Martha King 
Third Row—Ella Stein, Muriel Wilson, Grace Howard, Lucile Germar, Anna May Stoker, Genevieve Woodard 
Second Row—Lillian Cochrane, Nola Shaw, Marguerite Lake, Mary Hutchins, Ruth Garber, Agnes Buchanan 
Lower Row—Catherine Parsons, Irene Bachman, Miss Adams, Helen Bachman, Helen Easter, Margaret Reeve 


















Cf)e Senior Clasis of 1917 

OFFICERS 


George Watters . PnsiJent 

Harriet Kirkwood .{/ice President 

Agnes Henderson . Secretary 

James Horsburgh . Treasurer 


COMMITTEES 
Pin Committee 
Ora Ellis, Chairman 

Mercedes Sloss Albert Davis 

Blanche Stiles Iola Runyon 

Color Committee 

Nellie Tullis, Chairman 
Lenore Heefner Fred Stehm 

Mayme James Golda Pollock 

Social Committee 

Esther Greene, Chairman 
John Haeseler Frances Wells 

Paul Corwin Ruth Terry 

Play Committee 
Jessie Horne, Chairman 

Hyman Miller Harriet Kirkwood 

Charles Devendorf Lillian Stewart 

Miss Bond 

Banquet Committee 
IvA Gittins, Chairman 

James Horsburgh Mildred Nelson 

Irene Engle Miss Lucas 

Baccalaureate Committee 

Merle Shippey, Chairman 
Helen Stevenson Raymond Krull 

Donald Forster Juliet Seeman 

Miss Adams 

Class Day Committee 

Margaret Reeve, Chairman 
Irene Ullius Agnes Henderson 

Mr. Hunter 









Senior (^^enefiis to Cxobus! 

In the fall of 1913, our present dignified Seniors came to school, many in knee trous¬ 
ers and neat little waists, others with short dresses and braided hair. Before long, those 
little Freshmen began to make their influence felt. Etta Stephenson, Fred Stehm and Nellie 
Tullis wrote their first stories, which were printed in the Oracle. In a winter play, Paul 
Corwin, Robert McElderry, Merle Shippey and Bruce Moore made their first appear¬ 
ance. The same month. Graham Ruhl, Benjamin Toubes and George Watters broke into 
the oratorical class, with the result that Benjamin Toubes was favored by the decision of 
the judges. Football and track saw James Horsburgh, Leonard Royal, Ray Ashby, 
Walter Samuels and Karl Elliott making their debut. 

In the fall of 1914, Karl Wagner, Robert McElderry. Bruce Moore and George 
Watters found their way into the Debating Club. Karl was successful in winning the gold 
medal debate some months later. Another oratorical contest put Helen Spieth and Mai - 
ienne Gould in the front rank. 1 he Criterion Club and Bible Club claimed many of that 
Sophomore class. Among the songsters, Hiram Hunn, Paul Corwin and William Sproul 
became members of the Glee Club, and many others joined later. 

In the spring of 1915, losephine Bickford, Raymond Krull, lone Wilkinson, Ora 
Ellis, William Schuler and Robert Mclntire got a corner on all the typewriting honors. 
Further than this, at the football banquet Jessie Horne, Hazel Campbell and Harold Steb- 
bins were given places of honor. About this time, the Leadership Club stepped into prom¬ 
inence, claiming many of the present Seniors. Soon after, Hiram Hunn was elected boys* 
vice president of the Student Association. 

In the Criterion Club of 1916, Marcella Allen, Iva Gittins, Jessie Horne, Harriet 
Kirkwood, Mildred Nelson, Mary Rose. lola Runyon, Golda Pollock, Dorothy Perkins, 
Margaret Reeve, Helen Spieth, Blanche Stiles, Etta Stephenson, Mildred Tramel, Nellie 
Tullis and Florence Williams took an active part in the work. The track season rolled 
around, finding the before-mentioned men faithful to its call. In dramatics. Helen Spieth, 
Graham Ruhl, Marian Tenny and George Watters distinguished themselves in “The Heart 
of a Pickle.” 

Election of officers in Home Roome 350 found Watters, Horsburgh, Hunn, Runyon 
and Sproul in office. Turk Royal was made football captain. Mclntire, Ashby and 
Elliott supported him in the efforts to uphold old North High’s gridiron reputation. In 
spite of our country’s trouble with Germany, the German and Latin Clubs recruited large 
numbers. Robert McElderry was made managing editor, and Ella Stein literary editor 
of the Oracle. Under this guidance our paper has earned unanimous praise. 

January I I th saw the organization of the class of 1917. Officers were elected, and 
the Seniors prepared themselves for the beginning of the end. Track season came again. 
With North High’s honor uppermost in their minds, Elliott and Horsburgh helped our 
relay teams to sweep the field at the Drake Relay Carnival. Three first places were se¬ 
cured and a meet record broken. 

With the closing of the year, many duties pressed hard upon us. Many pleasures 
beckoned, yet with stability of mind and dignity becoming only to upper classmen, duties 
were considered first. The mid-winter play called such veterans as Helen Spieth and 
Bruce Moore back to the stage. 

Now as the year closes our work and our fun. 

As a kind Fate disposes, our race we will run; 

But to you, dear old North High, we’re loyal and true; 

Where’er we may wander, we’re boosters for—You! 




iHusic 

Someone has said, “We can live without music, but not so well.” Perhaps it is for 
this reason that so many students have found great pleasure and profit in engaging in the 
musical activities of North High during the past school year. Whatever success has been 
attained has been due largely to one great factor— lo}falt\f. No organization, whatever its 
nature, can ever succeed rvithout loy^ali}). It is the very foundation of every constructive 
enterprise. For no group can do its best work even if one member is absent. 

Another telling factor in musical achievement, especially in orchestral work, is home 
practice. It is not presumptions to say that weekly rehearsals will accomplish but little, 
if they are not accompanied by practice outside of school hours. Mr. Eastman should be 
highly commended for successfully encouraging private study. 

The orchestra has played at our assemblies and dramatic entertainments and has im¬ 
proved noticeably during the year. The Glee Clubs and Male Quartet, assisted at the 
piano by Miss Stella Redding, have pleased us on many occasions. And the chorus has 
been a source of weekly enjoyment to a great number of us. The two most successful 
productions of the music department are described on the following pages. 


BOYS’ QUARTET 



LulKer Myser, Don Braddy, Hiram Hunn, Vernon Case 




































Coininunitp Cntcrtammcnt 

PRESENTED BY THE MUSIC DEPARTMENT OF NORTH HIGH 

The ability of Mr. Eastman to present as excellent a program as is printed below 
gives evidence of the quality of work which has been done. This program was given as 
one number on the North High Community Entertainment Course. The chorus made its 
first appearance and was accompanied by the orchestra. There was an evidence of indi¬ 
vidual accomplishment, both vocal and instrumental. North High is justly proud of talent 


which is destined to appear on the concert platform. 

PROGRAM 

1. William Tell Selection. Rossini 

Orchestra 

2. The Pigtail . Bullard 

Chorus 

3. Polonaise (for piano). McDorvell 

Russell Wragg 

4. a. Pilot. Lan’ De Boat. B. T, Allen 

b. Invictus. B. Hulin 

Boys’ Glee Club 

5. Sublime Sweet Evening Star. Wagner 

Walter Samuels 

6. Evening Hymn of the Crusaders. Cade 

Vernon Case and Chorus 

7. a. Caprice in A Minor. Wieniaivsl(i 

b. Wahwah-Taysee . C adman-Kreisler 

Elberta Kagy 

8. a. Until God’s Day. Dudley Buck 

b. The Eagle. Crani-Shaefer 

Hiram Hunn 

9. a. Dutch Dolls. May Ostlere 

b. Moonlight. Learis 

‘ Girls’ Glee Club 

10. a. A Southern Lullaby. Parks 

b. Negro Love Song. Parks 

Male Quartet 

11. a. One Fine Day. Puccini 

b. The Lass With a Delicate Air. Arne 

Leona Boomhower 

12. Barcarolle . Offenbach 

Orchestra 

13. a. The Heavens Resound. Beethoven 

b. The Cossacks’ Song. Williams 

Chorus 

I 4. Land of Hope and Glory. Elgar 


Boys’ and Girls* Glee Clubs 
O. A. Eastman. Director 
Walter Samuels. Trombonist 
Elberta Kagy. Violinist 

Luther Myser, Don Braddy. Vernon Case, Hiram Hunn, Male Quartette 

























ORCHESTRA 



Upper l^w—Ruth Stafford. Frances Stringham. Pauline Morris, Elberta Kagy. Edith Hadden 

Middle Row—Darwin Collins, Walter Samuels, Julian Minassian. Albert Branson, Everett Graber, Wendell Parker 
Low^ Row—Eugene Cribb, Sarah Cloyd, Margaret Johnston. Malcolm Eaton, Mr. Eastman. Hazel Campbell, Grace Miller. Harold 
L-haney, William Wilkinson 












GIRLS’ GLEE CLUB 



Upper Row—Lcla Crawford, Mary Wicland, Ruth Garber, Mr. Eastman, Miss Reding, Marguerite Brooker, Mary Heald 

Second Row—Helen Gould, Beulah Miles, Dorothy Eaton, Rose Swift, Louise Prater, Georgina Sharmon, Ruth Ashley 

First Row—Helen Cousins, Retha Lamkin, Helen Bachman, Leona Boomhower, Corinne Palmer, Nan Thompson, Anna Heggenberger 















BOYS- GLEE CLUB 



Upper Row—Vernon Case, Julian Minassian, Leonard Troe, Hiram Hunn 

Middle Row—Charles Wood, Cecil Wright, Clarence Slater, Harold Davis, Luther Myser, Curtis Morton 
Lower Row—James Horsburgh, William Sproul, Mr. Eastman, Karl Wagner, Thurston Hatch 










“(ITije JSo’gn’s iBribe” 


(A Nautical Yarn in Trvo Acts b}; IV, Rh}^s Herbert and Maude E, Inch) 

The first operetta ever given at North High will be presented on the night of May 
17, 191 7, by the combined Glee Clubs and Orchestra. This event, which will be a fit¬ 
ting climax of the year’s work in the music department, will not have been given when the 
Annual goes to press, but we anticipate a notable success. All apparent difficulties have 
been overcome by Mr. Eastman, with the able assistance of Miss Jones in the dialogue. 
Everyone expects a musical triumph for North High. 


Kitty Adair. 

Dick Erne. 

Dorothy. 

Tim Shannon. 

Mrs. Brown (chaperon) 

Tom Tupper. 

Sam Slippey. 

Barbara. 

Choruses. 


THE CAST 

.Corinne Palmer 

.Luther Myser 

.Louise Prater 

.Hiram Hunn 

.Georgina Sharmon 

.William Sproul 

.Vernon Case 

..Georgia Anderson 

.Boys* and Girls’ Glee Clubs 


ARGUMENT 

One summer morning, a jolly party of Naval Reserve men from the U. S. S. Bar¬ 
nacle landed on the wharf of a seaside town, having planned to spend the day playing 
tennis, baseball and golf. The bo’sn and his mate join them. The former is chaffed by 
the sailors on his melancholy appearance, and he admits he is gloomy. Upon being asked 
the cause. Erne states he had received a letter from his father bidding him find and wed 
Kitty Adair, a girl he had not seen for fifteen years. His shipmates are much affected by 
the pathetic tale, but when he points out that time has changed his feelings, furthermore, 
he does not know where Kitty lives, nor what she looks like, the sailors agree the situation 
is difficult. A party of High School girls, accofnpanied by some popular members of the 
High School alumni, enter on their way to a picnic. Among them is Kitty Adair and her 
friend Dorothy. Through the misdirected efforts of Tom Tupper, the girls learn of the 
predicament of the bo’sn, and from Dick Erne himself that he had forgotten all about 
Kitty. Determined never to wed a man who had forgotten her, Kitty Adair motions the 
girls to silence and does not admit hei identity. Dick Erne, in the rneanwhile, has 
a victim to Kitty’s charms and when Tom Tupper suggests that the girls be invited aboard 
the Barnacle that evening to dance, agrees to the suggestion and issues the invitation, which 
is accepted. 

The night arrives, likewise the girls. The sailors receive their guests with honor, and 
when, in the midst of pleasure Mrs. Brown, the chaperon, left behind on the wharf, ar¬ 
rives, Tim Shannon enters and recognizes her as an old friend. Kitty Adair. e cries. 
Dick Erne takes one look at the substantial Mrs. Brown (nee Kitty Adair) and flies, fol¬ 
lowed by the sailors and girls. Very much in love with the real Kitty, and determined to 
fly at once from the imaginary Kitty, the poor bo’sn packs his kit and prepares to leave the 
ship. Kitty, the sailors and girls, meanwhile are searching for him, and great is their con¬ 
sternation when he cannot be found. They discover him just as he is about to go ashore, 
and tell him of the mistake made. After explanations between himself and Kitty peace 
is restored to the Barnacle, and Tim Shannon and Mrs. Brown come in to learn that two 
sets of wedding bells will ring. 













Brainatics 


‘‘^lobe 911 &1111U8” 


On the evening of April 20, 1917, the belated mid-year play was presented under 
the direction of Miss Bond. 


CAST 

Peter Amos Dunne. 

Cornelius Griffin. 

Philip Innings. 

Hamilton Tompkins. 

Parker Sillocks. 

Caroline Dunne. 

Helen Griffin. 

Beatrice Sillocks. 

Mary .*.. 

Madeline Mifton. 

Hattie Griffin. 

Niobe. 

Act I. Dunne’s Parlor. 7:15 P. M. 

Act II. The Same. Morning of the following day. 

Act III. The Same. Afternoon of same day. 


. . . .Carroll Clarke 

.Bruce Moore 

William Wilkinson 
.... Harry Adkins 

.Don Braddy 

.Georgia Anderson 

.Mary Heald 

... Fannie Babbitt 

.Ruth Garber 

.Jessie Horne 

.Edna Curtis 

.Helen Spieth 



















“NIOBE ALL SMILES- 



Upper Row—Ruth Garber, Miss Bond, Jessie Horne 

Middle Row—Mary Heald, Fannie Babbitt, Don Braddy, Edna Curtis 

Lower Row—Carroll Clarke, Georgia Anderson, Bruce Moore, Helen Spieth, William Wilkinson 












-MILES STANDISH- 

Leonard Troc Nellie Tullis 

lone Hanks Thornton Penn 



















The play of “Miles Standish’* was presented to the school in assembly February 22, 
and was greatly enjoyed by everyone. The characters were taken thus: 


Dame . 

Miles Standish 
Priscilla . . . . 
John Alden . 


. . Nellie Tullis 
. Leonard Troe 
. . . lone Hanks 
Thornton Penn 


The last assembly before Christmas was changed into a Yuletide gathering. The 
first part of the program, consisting of carols, readings and music, was followed by a one- 
act play. The program was: 

March—Orchestra. 

Readings—“Christmas Bells,” lola Runyon; “A Christmas Substitute,” Mary Rose. 
Carols—“Carol of the Birds,” “Silent Night,” Girls* and Boys* Glee Clubs. 
Reading—“Minty Malviny*s Christmas,** Helen Spieth. 

Music—“Minuet,** “Bohemian Girl,** Orchestra. 

Play—“Christmas Chimes.** 

CAST 

Joseph Terrill. 

Gladys Terrill. 

Ted Owen. 

Dolly Wakely. 


.John Carothers 
Dorothea Wood 
. . . Hiram Hunn 
Thelma Gilman 


The first of a series of oratorical and dramatic assemblies was presented at the first 
of the year under the direction of Mr. Heald. Excellent work was done and much appre¬ 
ciation and credit is due to all those taking part, and also Mr. Heald. Those who took 
part were: 

“The Debatin* Society**—Robert McElderry. 

Scene from Mary Stuart—Mary Stuart, Genevieve ^Voodard; Elizabeth, Elsie 
Spletstoesser. 

“Regulars to the Carthaginians**—Stanley Broad. < 


On November 1st, in commemoration of James Whitcomb Riley, a program was 
presented under the auspices of Miss Bond and Mr. Heald. 

“Life of James W. Riley**—Alden Blagburn. 

“Watermelon Time**—Vernon Patterson. 

“Liz-Town Humorist**—George McCagg. 

“Old Man and Jim**—Graham Ruhl. 

“Griggsby Station**—Marguerite Brooker. 

“Our Fishin* Party,** “An Impetuous Resolve,** Agnes Buchanan. 

The second assembly presented by Mr. Heald was given April 1 3th. The program 
was as follows: 

“The Negro, America*s Greatest Problem* —Alden Blagburn. 

“The Lion and the Mouse**—Cecil Cooper. 

“Southern Lullaby**—Boys* Quartet. 

“The Joiner**—Grace Howard. 

“Patsy**—Mary Heald. 












"Cljt . tt)t flap's tl)t Cljing” 

I'he Thanksgiving assembly of November 23d was the presentation of “Feathertop" 
by the Freshmen classes under Miss Bond and Miss Adams. Everyone taking part did 
exceedingly well. 

CAST 

Mother Rigby.Louise Prater 

Feathertop ..Vernon Patterson 

Polly Gookin .Marie Newlen 

Justice Gookin.Louis Harmon 

The Aunt.Beulah McChrystal 

The Maid.Dorothy Eaton 

The Butler. Donald Simison 

Dickon, the Spirit.Helen Gould 

“iWaiTfutiers of 3^ane” 

Presented by Class of 1917 

CAST 

Lord Bapehild .Benjamin Toubes 

George Langton.Hiram Hunn 

Jervis Punshon.Leonard Troe 

Mr. Nangle .Charles Devendorf 

Prebendary Bostock.Robert McElderry 

Mr. Pawsey .Hyman Miller 

First Footman.Albert Davis 

Second Footman.Walter Samuels 

Jane Nangle.Marienne Gould 

Constantia Gage.Mary Rose 

Mrs. Beechinor.Lillian Stewart 

Pamela Beechinor .lola Runyon 

Lady Bapehild.Helen Brannen 

Mrs. Bostock.Margaret Reeve 

Miss Bostock.Iva Gittins 

Mrs. Pawsey.Marian Tenny 

Miss Dodd .Mildred Tenny 

Miss Bowater.Sara Friedman 

Trendell .Dorothy Marsh 

ACT I 

Scene—The River Parlour at Lord Bapchild*s Chaney Court, on an October 
afternoon. 

ACT II 

Scene—Drawing room at Chaney Court, on an April afternoon, six months later. 

ACT III 

Scene 1—Room in the “Magpie” at Southwich. at eleven o’clock on the same 
evening. 

Scene 2—Miss Dodd’s Parlour at Pilstow-on-sea, at seven o’clock next morning. 

ACT IV 

Scene—Drawing room at Chaney Court, same morning. 

TIME-PRESENT 
































Zi)t B. ill. iHinStrel 

If Dan Emmet, composer of “Dixie Land,” and originator of American minstrelsy, 
had suddenly come to life and had visited North High on the evening of February 23. 
1917, that gentleman would have been amazed at the most extraordinary ensemble of tal¬ 
ented minstrels who performed before a full house. This dazzling spectacle was produced 
by the N. D. M. Athletic Club for the benefit of the atheltic fund. Right Honorable 
E. J. Eaton served as interlocutor with the dignity that is expected in that place. The 
side-splitting jokes of end men. Clarke. Horsburgh. McGuire and Morton, cannot be given 
their just due in this brief space. A notable feature of the evening was the Hawaiian or¬ 
chestra (gen-u-wine natives with bushy hair), who were encored repeatedly. A large 
measure of the success was due to the large chorus, the assisting orchestra, and to Miss Cot- 
nam, who directed their efforts. Let us say then. “Here’s to the N. D. M. Club! We 


look forward with pleasure to your next entertainment!” 

THE PROGRAM 

Opening Number—“Take Me Back to Alabam’’’.Entire Troupe 

Solo and chorus—“Turn Back the Universe’*.James Horsburgh 

Trombone solo—“Killarney**.Eddie Scarpino 

Solo and chorus—“Little Puff of Smoke”.Forest Stewart 

Solo and chorus—“Irish Lullaby”.Vernon Case 

Reading—“The One-legged Goose”.Carroll Clarke 

Solo and whistling chorus—“And They Called It Dixie-land .Curtis Morton 

Solo and chorus—“My Mother’s Rosary”.Charles Woods 

Hawaiian selections ...... 

King Lua Braddy and troupe, including Messrs. Wilkinson, Wagner, Hovde, Wilcox, and Misses 
Reeve, Rose, Dodd and Carothers. 

Solos with Hawaiian accompaniment.Morton, Woods, Bi^ddy 

Solo and Chorus—“Mammy’s Little Coal Black Rose’.Philip McGuire 

Male Quartet—“Carry Me Back to Old Virginia,” a lullaby.. 


Grand Finale—Medley.Entire Troupe 

ASSISTING ORCHESTRA 


Hazel Campbell, Malcom Eaton, Mr. Horsburgh, Pauline Morris, Wendell Parker, Eddie Scarpino- 
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“N. D. m;* club 



Upper Row—Carroll Clarke, Robert Meintire, Mr. Bell. Leonard Royal, Sam Cohen. 

Middle Row—John Drew, Russell McNeal, William Scarpino, Don Morningstar, Curtis Morton 
Lower Row Ray Ashby, Joe Walsh, Darwin Collins, James Horsburgh, Joyce Allen, Lee McDaniel 
















Cfje ii. B. ill. Clul) 

OFFICERS 

Leonard Royal .President 

Joyce Allen .Vice President 

Ray Ashby .Secretary 

James HorsbuRGH .Treasurer 

In the month of February. 1913, interested alumni and athletic promoters met to¬ 
gether to form an athletic association to represent North High in its muscular activities. 
These zealous patrons were the organizers of our N. D. M. Club. They banded the 
active monogram winners of the school into an organization that pledged itself to be loyal 
to the North High standard of clean athletics. The ideals of the alumni were to better the 
scholarship among the athletes as well as to promote types of true sportsmanship. The in¬ 
signia of the club is a gold N. D. M. within a circle. The wearer of it must be an owner 
of the “N.” 

The N. D. M. Club reorganized in 1915 under the constitution of the North High 
Student-Teachers Association, but still retained its standard of attainment in athletics. The 
work done in that year was largely scholarship interest promotion. Two of the members 
were awarded college scholarships. Another work of the year was an entertainment for 
the benefit of the athletic fund. 

This year the organization has flourished. It has aided scholarship by requiring every 
participant of athletics to hand to the coach an eligibility card a week before a contest. The 
club banqueted the football squad early in the fall. They put on a minstrel show to help 
balance the athletic deficit. They have never failed to promote active interest among the 
student community before any of the home events of the season. The members of the N. 
D. M. Club are the monogram winners, who have earned their membership. 

WINNERS OF THE “N.” SEASON 1916-17 


FOOTBALL 


Joyce Allen 

Joe Brown 

Harold Chambers 
Carrol Clarke 

Sam Cohen 

Darwin Collins 

John Drew 

Robert McIntire 
Russell McNeal 
Curtis Morton 

Don Morningstar 
William Scarpino 

Joe Walsh 

Leonard Royal 


BASKETBALL 

Joyce Allen 

Karl Elliott 
Clifford Knox 

Chauncey McKinley 
Robert McIntire 
William Scarpino 

Sam Cohen 

Charles Colby 
Harold Davis 

John Drew 

Karl Elliott 

TRACK 

James Horsburgh 

Lee McDaniel 
William Scarpino 
Clarence Slater 
Charlie Woods 









Ccam 


MEN OF THE 1916 LINE-UP 


Scarpino . 

.End 

Benson. 


Brown. 


Kelly. 


Elliott. 

.End 

Allen . 

.Halfback 

Schuler . 

.End 

Cohen . 

.Halfback 

Morningstar. 


Lorey . 

.Halfback 

Collins. 


Worrell. 

.Halfback 

Henry. 


Chambers . 


Hovde. 


Morton . 


Royal . 


Drew . 

.Fullback 

McNeil . 


Clark . 


Penn . 


Slater . 

Walsh . 


Lowe . 

.Quarterback 

Mclntire. 




Leonard Royal .. 
Joyce Allen .... 

Harry Bell . 

LeRoy Lloyd ... . 
G. C. Greenwalt. 


SCORE 1916 SEASON 


.Captain 

. . Captain, 1917 

.Coach 

.Student Manager 
.Faculty Manager 


September 30 — North High . 

.. .25. .. 

. . . Indianola .... 

. . . 0 

October 7 — North High . 

.. .21 . .. 

. . .Grinnell. 

... 7 

October 1 4—North High. 

...19... 


... 0 

October 21 —North High . 

.. . 6. .. 


... 1 

October 28 — North High. 

... 0. . . 


.. . 12 

November 10 — North High. 

... 7. .. 

. . . West High . . 

.. .28 

November 18 — North High. 

... 0 ... 


... 2 

November 25 — North High. 

... 14. .. 


... 2 


SCHEDULE 1917 

September 29—Indianola. .At 

October 6—Boone .At 

October 12—Ottumwa .At 

October 20—Grinnell . . ..At 

October 27—East High .At 

November 3—Open. 

November 10—West High .At 

November 17—Mason City.At 

November 24—Fort Madison.At 


Indianola 
Boone 
Des Moines 
Grinnell 
Des Moines 

Des Moines 
Des Moines 
Fort Madison 


SECOND TEAM SEASON 


September 

October 

November 

November 


I 8—North Second. 
21 —North Second. 
2—North Second. 
I 7—North Second. 


20.Mitchellville. 0 

0.Pleasantville .... 0 

0.Dallas Center .... 33 

15.Norwalk . 0 
































































Jfootijall 1916 

The 1916 football season at North High was a season of distinct advancement. The season may not 
have been an impressive one from the standpoint of victories won, but one thing of which North High 
can be justly proud is the fact that the game was at all times played cleanly and without the slightest tinge 
of professionalism. 

The explanation of the splendid fighting spirit of the 1916 team may be found in the services of 
Coach Harry Bell. His coaching has been remarkable when one considers the many achievements. Our 
team was coached to play not only in a scientific manner, but cleanly and fairly as well. He not only 
showed North High that it was capable of playing good football, but he has also been an esteemed friend 
and advisor of every member of the team. 

The first thing to say about our team is that, without exception, it had more green players than any 
of the teams on our schedule. One regular guard and one regular back were all that could be counted on 
from the previous year, although there were a few who had substituted in former games. It was around 
these men that the team had to be built. Leonard Royal captained these men and his labors were not 
small in helping to mould the team, nor can too much be said in gratitude to the veteran for his services. 

The football season for North High was opened when our team met and defeated Indianola by a 
score of 25 to 0. The game was played on a foreign field, but that fact did not dismay our young and 
inexperienced team. During the first quarter, two touchdowns were scored. Indianola stubbornly con¬ 
tested every inch of ground during the next two quarters. She failed to push a touchdown over. North 
came back and scored two more touchdowns during the last quarter. Morton carried over three of the 
four touchdowns. 

Following the Indianola game, the team was moulded into shape to meet the Grinnell aggregation in 
a home game. The victory was an easy one for the Pink and Green, with the score resulting 21 to 7. 
The two teams fought for every inch of ground, but the wide end runs and the consistent line plunges of 
our players were too much for Grinnell. The first touchdown was made by Scarpino. Grinnell made 
her lone score in this period when an end intercepted a forward pass. 

The following Saturday, North High played its second home game, with Perry. The score was 19 
to 0. The team played a fast, aggressive game from the start. Both teams confined themselves to straight 
football. Fumbling at critical times prevented North from piling up a large score. The game turned in 
our favor in the first quarter, when the team carried the oval down the field for the first touchdown. Allen 
kicked goal. No'.hing then happened until the third quarter, when North s straight football changed to 
trick plays just long enough to put over two more touchdowns on Perry. Allen and Scarpino were the 
principal stars of the game. 

The failure of North to kick goal after the touchdown made by Clarke, led to a 7 to 6 defeat by 
Ottumwa. The first quarter of the game was one of brilliant playing on both sides. In the second quar¬ 
ter, our line stubbornly resisted Ottumwa’s offense. Our touchdown came in the first period when Clarke 
caught a punt, and shaking off half a dozen tacklers, ran almost the entire length of the field. A fumble, 
which was recovered by Ottumwa, gave them their only touchdown. 

The next two games of the season were the games of the city series. East and West High always 
are hard opponents. Victory was not ours this year. Yet defeat was not bitter, for the team gave their 
best. 

We met the Red and Black squad on the Mason City field the Saturday following the last of our 
city games. The game was rather slow on both sides and few long runs were made, owing to the pioor 
condition of the field. The score ended 2 to 0 in favor of Mason City. 

Perhaps the most brilliant victory of the season was the contest with Ames High School. Ames was 
no weak team. It was the “scrap” and the spirit of the boys that won the victory, 14 to 12. A l^nevo- 
lent Ames fumble gave us our first score. Brown picked up the ball and ran fifty yards for a toucWown, 
outrunning half a dozen Ames tacklers. The second touchdown was made on a forward pass from Clarke 
to Scarpino. Although Ames made two touchdowns, their failure to kick goal placed us two points ahead 
at the end of the game. 

Fourteen “N’s” were awarded at an athletic assembly. Of the number. Captain Royal is the only one 
to be lost by graduation. The following men received the letter: Captain Royal, Captain-ele^ Allen, 
Brown. Chambers, Clarke. Cohen. Collins. Drew. Meintire, McNeal. Morton. Morningstar, Scarpino 
and Walsh. 
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The city championship games arc the best games of the season. They top off a month and a half, of 
two months, of hard, industrious work. All the other games of the season arc subordinate to them. 

The East-North game was the first of the city championship games. It was preceded by a grand 
demonstration on the part of our students. North High rooters formed into a body and marened to the 
East High Stadium. The **pcp** parade went through town, crossed the river, and marched to the East 
field to the sound of continuous singing and cheering. But the day was a failure. A rain the night before 
had soaked the field and a drizzle, which had set in during the early part of the afternoon, developed into 
a steady downpour during the game. In the sea of mud thus formed, the game was fought out. 

A pair of fleet-footed backs and a stonewall defense in the first half of the game brought victory to 
the Scarlet and Black. After that, Pallas Athene was more on (heir side than on the side of our Trojan¬ 
like eleven, and this fact may have prevented North High from tying the score or even winning the game. 
During the first half we were outplayed. The condition of the ground made it almost impossible for our 
heavier backs to get started. Our defense crumbled when the East Side team hammered the line for 
gains by the use of the Minnesota shift, and the openings left the light backs of our opponent to either 
wiggle through (he holes or skirt the ends. During the latter part of the half. East scored two touchdowns. 
Fumbling was frequent with both teams during the first part of the game, owing to the condition of the 
water-soaked ball. This fact probably prevented a greater number of touchdowns for both sides. 

When the third quarter started, our defense stiffened and we started a real offensive. The East line 
wavered, broke, wilted. The East players seemed stunned by the sudden reversal of form. 
The North footballers rushed the ball down the field in the direction of the enemy’s goal. 
A series of forward passes, mystifying in the extreme—at least to East’s defense—was unfolded. 
Four passes were successfully completed, one for thirty-five yards. The ball was placed once 
on East’s three-yard line, only to be lost on downs, and brought back to (he center of the 
field. A second offensive placed the ball on East’s two and one-half-yard line, with two downs to go for 
a touchdown. And here, when Athene discovered the Greeks would be beaten, she helped East. Morton, 
the heavy fullback, was called for a line plunge. He moved the ball six inches. His feet, caked with 
mud and slime, sank into the soft earth before he could even get started. Bo'.h the condition of the ground 
and the fullback's weight badly handicapped him, for speed was needed and it required moments to hit 
his stride. Despite these facts, the quarterback did not vary his attack, but called for virtually the same 
play. Morton plunged desperately into the line, but was dropped in his tracks. The quarter ended a 
few moments later. 

Shortly after the opening of the fourth quarter. Drew was substituted for Morton. Ashby, of East, 
decided to punt from behind his goal line on the first play. The ball dropped squarely into the substitute 
fullback’s hands on East’s twenty-yard line. Drew raced the intervening distance for a touchdown. But 
the head linesman had caught Captain “Turk” Royal off-side and notified the referee. The latter refused 
to allow the touchdown. 

The last half of the game was distinctly a North High half, for East was virtually swept off her feet 
in this period. At critical times, however, our opponents rallied and prevented our scoring. Shortly before 
the game ended, the East offensive was again started, but the “come-back was too late for our opponents 
to push over another touchdown. East failed to kick goal after (he two touchdowns she made in the sec¬ 
ond quarter, making the score 12 to 0. The goddess Athene was against our Trojan fighters. 


East High 

Walters . 

Yarn . ... 

Line-up 

.L.G. 

North High 

. McNeal 

Thorpe . 


. Meintire 







Dunagan ........... 

.R. E. 





























iOtortf) Versus! ?J2tlcst 

The second of ihe cily championship games was probably the hardest-fought game for North High 
during the whole of the I9l6 season. It was ideal foo.ball weather and our t^ink and Green men en¬ 
tered the field with a grim determination to fight as they had never fought before for old North High. 
North expected a battle and whether victorious or vanquished, the players were going to give the best that 
was in them. In the past. West High had had a strong team and had usually worsted North. This year 
they were doped to win by a large margin. But North s fight and spirit held them down and even scored 
on them. With the exception of Fort Dodge, North High was the only team to score on West this year. 
The game ended 28 to 7. 

1 he annual battle was staged on the Drake Stadium Field. The scores of the game were made in 
the second, third and fourth quarters. North played the Maize and Blue to a standstill in the first period. 
Though our boys were greatly outweighed, their scrappy spirit and snappy charging prevented West from 
showing much of its championship form. Only in the two middle periods of the game did West score. 
North’s score came in the last quarter. Poor tackling on the pari of North at critical moments wrought 
havoc to our hopes of winning the game. The excellent open field running of our opponents seemed to 
baffle us. At limes an opponent seemed to be tackled, but he would shake himself loose and make fur¬ 
ther gains. This proved disastrous in the second and third quarters. 

In the final period. North braced up and played in excellent form. The plays were pulled off 
quickly and surely. Long runs were made and through the aid of a few penalties. North succeeded in 
keeping the ball well up into West High’s territory, 1 he ball was brought up to the three-yard line where 
it was smashed over for a touchdown, after which goal was kicked. This score brought joy to the hearts 
of the North High rooters, who regarded it as marking a virtual victory. 

At the beginning of the game. North lost the loss and kicked off. West High refused to carry the 
ball, but returned it by punting. North High carried the ball during most of the quarter. North was 
good on the offensive. Though they failed to make their downs at times, they soon regained the ball. 
West played a punting game in the first quarter and depended on the length of their kicks for gains. 
While North chose to run more with the ball, they did not lose any ground on the punts. The clever 
open-field running and excellent head work of Joyce Allen kept making consistent gains for North High. 
Luck was against Joyce though, and near the end of the quarter he turned his ankle, wrenching it and 
breaking a bone. With the loss of Allen, fate seemed to turn against us. 

The second period proved disastrous. The ball was in our possession at the beginning of the quarter, 
but through our failure to gain consistently, West look the ball and carried it down the field twice for a 
touchdown. North failed to shift as their opponents did and were drawn in on plays. After the second 
touchdown, however. North came back strong and carried the ball into West’s territory, but here lost it on 
downs. The half soon ended, leaving the score 14 lo 0 against North High. 

The second half started with North High receiving the kick-off. A fatal fumble gave the ball to 
West on our twenty-five-yard line. Our opponents gained ground and soon pushed the ball over for a 
third touchdown. The last touchdown made by them also came in the third quarter. North’s line, as in 
the second period, did not shift with its opponents readily enough. But North came back and played a 
fighting game until the end of the quarter. 

The last quarter opened with North High in possession of the ball in the center of the field. With a 
strong offense, North continued to advance the ball near the goal line. A fifteen-yard penalty also aided 
North. When the ball wes on the three-yard line. Morion crashed through center for a touchdown. Clarke 
kicked goal. The rest of the quarter proved advantageous to North in gaining ground, but no other touch¬ 
downs were made. 

The game ended with the score 28 to 7 in West’s favor. 

Though the team did not win, it played a game of which the school is proud, and deserves credit for 
scoring on a state championship team. Allen, Clarke, Morton and Brown starred for North. 


ITcsf High 

Line-up 

North High 

Beck (c) . 

.L.E. 


Ramsey . 

.L.T. 


Tilmont . 

.L.G. 

.Walsh 

Minnick. 

.C. 


Sauers . 

.R.G. 


Chiesa . 

.R.T. 


Smith . 

.R. E. 


McMurray . 

.QB. 


Cunningham . 

.L. H. 


A. Devine. 

.R. H. 


Ellis . 

.F.B. 



















itlonogram iWen 

CAPTAIN LEONARD ROYAL 

Captain Royal has for three years been guard 
on the line. He was picked on the all-city team 
and given honorable mention on the all-state high 
school eleven. He was a stumbling block in the 
way of the opposing backs, and he could always 
be relied upon to open a hole for his own backs to 
go through. He had the confidence of every man 
on the team and his loss will be felt keenly ne\t 
year. 

JOYCE ALLEN, Captain-elect 

Allen surpassed the excellent work of his two 
previous years and well merits his choice as cap¬ 
tain for the season of 1917. He was the most 
versatile man on the team. He was a wonderful 
line-plunger and open field runner and on defense 
he had few equals. He did most of the punting 
and goal kicking. Allen’s coolness and head work 
made him a most valuable man. 

CARROLL CLARKE * 

Clarke, though a new man, proved to be a 
great quarter. He never quit and his playing and 
headwork well qualified him as signal man. He 
earned a place on the all-city and all-state teams. 
His punting and long, accurate forward passes 
were good ground-gainers, while his far-sighted¬ 
ness in calling plays was of great value to the team. 

JOE WALSH 

Walsh at tackle, under the most trying cir¬ 
cumstances, gave an exhibition of “sand” and grit 
very seldom seen. Always a hard, aggressive 
player, he broke through repeatedly and downed 
the runner for a loss. His tackling and general all- 
around work were of a high class. 

ROBERT McINTIRE 

McIntyre served one year at center. He was a steady, accurate passer, and could 
always be relied upon to take care of his man, both on offensive and defensive. “Bob’* 
held the bulwark of the middle portion of the line with strength and agility. 

RUSSELL McNEAL 

A hard fighter, always doing his best, is the record for “Rusty” McNeal. McNeal 
made an excellent mate for Royal at guard. He was a steady, reliable player, always 
on the job.” A hard, “never miss-’em” tackier and a solid fortification in his position, 
he was a terror to the opposition. 












Scarping 

Brown 

Elliott 


Penn 

Lowe 


Cohen 

Collins 

Morton 




























































Clarke 

McIntire 

Drew 


Royal 

Slater 


Walsh 

Mornincstar 

McNeal 





















































WILLIAM SCARPING 

Scarpino played a slashing game at end» and played at all times up to his ability, on 
the offensive as well as the defensive. He was never boxed, was skillful at catching for¬ 
ward passes, and played at top speed to the end of every game. “Scarp” showed good 
form in trick plays and never failed to out-wit his opponent at end tactics. 

JOE BROWN 

Joe played the opposite end from Scarpino. He was able in catching forward passes 
and in making long runs. Brown always got down with the ball whether on punts or 
passes. His lengthy reach enabled him to tackle the whole of the “back” interference, if 
need be. to get the man with the ball. His blocking was excellent and he proved valuable 
as an interference man for his team. 

DARWIN COLLINS 

Collins proved himself extremely valuable at tackle. He was good at plowing the 
line and holding down the other fellow. Collins, because of consistent, hard work, was a 
big factor on the team. Even in this, his first year, his work was of such high class that he 
gives promise of being a star in another year. He was exceptionally strong on defense. 

CURTIS MORTON 

A running, plunging fullback was Morton. He was fast for his weight, in addition 
to being good at judging the goals. When the quarter called his signal, the team could 
feel certain that Curtis would make the needed yards for first down. 

JOHN DREW 

He is the man who can make the two-twenty look short and sprint a ninety-yard dis¬ 
tance to the goal line in a few seconds. Drew was excellent on open field running, which 
fact accounts for his big gains on long runs. 

DON MORNINGSTAR 

For a new man, Morningstar performed like a veteran. He was a hard defensive 
player, and was skillful in making holes on the offense. Morningstar was equal to any 
tackle he bucked up against during the 1916 season. 

SAM COHEN 

Cohen could fill any backfield position to perfection. His specialty, however, was 
in making long runs, and he was one of the best ground-gainers we had. Whenever an 
opponent tackled Sammy, it was always in front, never behind. He was equally strong 
on the defense. 

THORNTON PENN 

“Penny” was a strong man on the team. At tackle he played the game of his life, 
and seemed to be just made for the position. Although this was his first year, he played as 
only a veteran could and much is expected of him next year. “Grit” and “scrap” accom¬ 
panied his aggressiveness and fight. 

CLARENCE SLATER 

“Mickey” was a steady, reliable player, always on the job. Slater, for his weight, 
played a magnificent game as a back. He hit the line hard and low, and was a hard man 
to down. On the defense he was very strong, tackling hard, low and sure. 





WAYNE ELLIOTT 

He was known as “Dick” on the field and earned a place at end. He was a plucky 
fighter. An injury received to a rib put him out of the game for a time, but this misfortune 
did not affect his courage. There are great possibilities in him for the future. 

GLEN LOWE 

He kept up the family record. “Soup’s” football togs have been handed down from 
brother to brother until he now proudly wears them. Glen is light but fast and is worthy 
a place at quarter. 1 hough a new man and one of the lightest on the team, he played a 
very heady game and proved to be a very valuable man. 


1917 $6>econb (Cram 

The second “stringers” were represented on the gridiron by probably the lightest and 
most inexperienced squad that has bucked up against the first line. This handicap, how¬ 
ever, was offset by speed and natural ability, so that within a few weeks the team devel¬ 
oped into a comparatively good organization. 

It is not an easy lot the players of the second team knock up against with their heavier 
and experienced opponents on the practice field. The second team men take all the hard 
bumps and knocks without the reward of the first team honors. They are mere dummies for 
tlie first team to tackle, block and make general use of. The second team is to be congratu¬ 
lated. however, upon furnishing the first squad as good practice as they did under adverse 
circumstances. At times, by bursts of speed and clever manipulation of the forward pass, 
they were able to cross the first team’s goal. 

The second team had four games with outside “aggregations.” As a forerunner of 
the beginning of hostilities, the team was taken to Mitchellville. Here they were handi¬ 
capped by the switching of their line-up throughout the game but, nevertheless, succeeded 
in defeating Mitchellville 25 to 0. The second game of the season was a tie with Pleas- 
antville 0 to 0. At this place they were outweighed from ten to twenty pounds per man, 
but they held together and put up a good exhibition of football. The third game was a de¬ 
feat at the hands of Dallas Center. Though the scrubs were outclassed by the Dallas 
Center players, the boys fought hard to the finish, but were unable to put the ball across 
their opponents’ goal line. The game ended 33 to 0. The last game of the seconds sched¬ 
ule was played with Norwalk. The team played an excellent game, defeating their op¬ 
ponents by a score of I 5 to 0. 

This year the second team was coached by Mr. Greenwalt. The arrangement of 
the four games of the season proved to be of great interest to the scrubs, for it took away the 
routine of practice and served to make the season more alive. 





— Upper: Greenman, Graber, Lorey; Lon>er* Allen, Scarpino, Henry, Hunler 

1919— Upper: McDaniel, Lowe; Lomer' Collins, Morion, Walsh 

1920— Upper’ McGuire, B. Knox, Earl; Loiter: Jones, McNeal, C. Knox, Bradley 
Conference— Upper: Byrnes, Cady; Longer: Stewarl, Anthony, McDaniel, Schuler 





































19 ir Pasfeettiall ;^ea£»on 


Do you love the fierce joy of conflict? Does the scent of rubbing oil mingled with the odor of per¬ 
spiring bodies arouse no vague desire in your breast? Then, my boy. you’re not a basketball fiend. But 
let It not be thought that I am writing a philosophical treatise on the greatest winter sport; rather take the 
following as true of muscular activities. They are plain, unvarnished facts, mere stones in the rough, but 
they speak of shining success and a bright hope for the future. The basketball season of this year was a 
success, not from the standpoint of a state championship team, for the school board has not allowed inter- 
scholastic basketball but it was a success from the standpoint of effort and attainment. 

Over Ihree-score players ajlied themselves with teams that fought on the floor of our gymnasium. 
Ihese teams of five were participants m the class series, the conference series, and in specially arranged 
games. 1 heir team work was excellent and their line of basketball form and basket tossing could hardly 
be beaten any place in the stale. Of these many teams that competed for honor in basketball, the four class 
teams probably prove the most interesting to the spectators on the balcony. The teams were watched 
with the keenest interest for the championship winner. The race for first honor was intensely exciting. 
I he Seniors succeeded in maintaining the lop standing for the first, second and third rounds of the schedule 
the Junioirs and Sophomores ran a neck-and-neck race for second place, with the under classmen slightly 
m the lead until the end of the third round, when the Juniors nosed them out two games to the good The 
hreshmen were last in the series, but they nevertheless succeeded in taking one game from both the Juniors 
and the Sophomores. 


The leader of the Senior championship team was Robert Mclntire. The team that he led was con¬ 
sistent in Its playing, and closed the season with the loss of only one game. The players never failed to 
hay the peppery syrit that always characterizes a winning team. They were faithful to their team 
and to their class, as the season’s success showed. The members of the Senior team we hate to lose, but 
we are confident they will be heard from in the future. 


The three following ^ams all of which ran the Seniors a good race, were captained by William 
iJcarpino for the Juniors, Glen Lowe for the Sophomores, and Clifford Knox for the Freshmen. These 
teams fought hard in every contest, and their players were no less faithful to their teams than the Seniors, 
hortunately they will all be back on the gym floor next year and our hopes and aspirations rise to a higher 
pitch than before, in the possibilities of the future. 


The special games of the season nearly equaled the series games for interest. This fact was demon¬ 
strated by the slogans, “Beat the Carpenters,*’ “Kill the Book Agents,” and “Down the Faculty.” These 
feature contests were of no little interest to the school community, which crowded the balcony and the side¬ 
lines on the floor. The first of the foreign teams to invade our gym was the Baldwinners of 1916. They 
comprised the former illustrious English class of Miss Baldwin and as knights of old they fought for 
their lady love. They met the challenge of Mr. Greenwalt’s Salesmanship class and also of the 1917 
^niors. The 1916 Seniors came back under the name of the alumni, to play this year’s champion team, 
t hey played a second game with an All-School team. The Salesmanship-Manual Training game was 
also an interesting contest. 


feature events was the defeat of the Faculty by the Senior cham¬ 
pions. The Faculty was led by Coach Teakle, of historical fame, who, with his proud team, marched 
across the floor and threw the first basket. His group of athletes were: Messrs. Greenwalt, the famous 
mfielder of the baseball diamond; Bell, our football coach; Horsburgh, saw-horse athlete; Preston, famous 
Yale man; Barnes, gymnastic teacher. These heroes played masterful basketball, but could not equal 
the champions. 

Probably the lesser games of the conference league were equal in the playing spirit to the class series. 
Ihe lack of experience and weight was all that kept the players of this league from being as good as 
those of the class league. The games were hard fought and interesting. The Minnesota team, which was 
captained by Lee McDaniel, won first place in the series. A close runner-up was the Ohio aggregation 
which Howard Hovde led. Chicago and Northwestern, captained by Ward and Chapman, respectively, 
came next. 


Six monograms were awarded for basketball. Of this number of men, only one is a Freshman, Clif¬ 
ford Knox, but his playing amply equaled the reward. The other men are all upper classmen. The fol¬ 
lowing received letters: Chauncey McKinley, center; William Scarpino, forward; Robert Mclntire, for¬ 
ward; Clifford Knox, forward; Joyce Allen, guard; Karl Elliott, guard. 




CLASS OF 1917 TEAM 



Upper Row—Ray Ashby. Chauncey McKinley, Clarence Slater 

Lower Row—Karl Elliott, Raymond Krull, Capt. Mclntire, Walter Samuels 














January 
January 
January 
January 
January 
January 
January 
January 
January 
January 
January 

February 2—Seniors 
February 5—Juniors 
February 7—Seniors 
February 9—Seniors 
February I 2—Juniors 
February 14—Sophomores 
February I 6—Seniors . . 


28 Freshmen .12 

9 Sophomores. 8 

26 Freshmen . 7 

4 Sophomores. 6 

10 Freshmen . 6 

21 Juniors . . . . .15 

22 Freshmen . 2 

15 Sophomores. 6 

25 Freshmen . 6 

1 4 Sophomores.10 

12 Freshmen . 6 

18 Juniors .13 

10 Freshmen .12 

18 Sophomores. 3 

19 Freshmen . 6 

2 7 Sophomores.12 

10 Freshmen .21 

17 luniors .20 


inter (Class; ?BasUftball ^ctjebule 

8—Juniors . . . 

10—Seniors . . . 

I 2—Seniors . . . 

I 5—Juniors . . . 

I 7—Sophomores 
19—Seniors . . . 

22—Seniors . . . 

24—Seniors . . . 

26—Seniors . . . 

29—Juniors . . , 

31 —Sophomores 


STANDING OF THE TEAMS 

Won Lost Pet. 


Seniors . 8 1 .889 

Juniors. 5 4 .556 

Sophomores . 3 6 .333 

Freshmen. 2 7 .222 


i&ptcial Barnes; 


J anuary 31 —B aldwinners 
February 2—Alumni . . . 
February 7—Alumni . . . 
February 21 —Carpenters . 
March 7—^Seniors . . . 


23 Salesmen.26 

24 All-School .13 

1 8 Seniors .15 

24 Salesmen.16 

23 Faculty.12 


(Conference league Pasbetball 

STANDING OF THE TEAMS 

Won Lost Pet. 


Minnesota . 7 2 .778 

Ohio . 6 3 .667 

Chicago. 5 4 .556 

Northwestern . 0 9 .000 






































































































Crack 191 r Reason 

North High is blessed this year with the greatest collection of track men that ever 
represented the school. We have winning relay teams and individual stars. Extraordinary 
track material has presented itself during the past two or three years. But history repeats 
itself, and this year North High stands strong in the face of all competition. The season is 
early thus far, but the showing that has been made in both the Drake Relay Carnival and 
in the Fairfield invitation meet, indicates clearly what the rest of the season promises to be. 

This spring witnesses the first steps of the building of a winning track squad. Track 
records depend largely on the weather conditions of the spring equinox. An early start 
means everything to a team. This year North High has had the advantage over previous 
seasons by having indoor winter track. A dual meet staged with the Drake Fre.shmen early 
in the season brought out material much sooner than would have been the case normally. 
This is not all that helped North High. A cross-country squad was organized early and 
proved a valuable impetus for the spring work. The squad was a large one and since 
“cross-country” has gained prominence only this year, the work is to be commended. A 
new seventy-five-yard track has been built just outside of the gymnasium. This track lends 
itself to early season practices and can frequently be used on wintry days. The work that 
can be done on this track consists of sprinting, hurdling and jumping. These advantages 
that North High has not previously had, have contributed largely to the early seasoning 

of the squad. .111 1 • l l* 

Starting out with a large squad of mediocre material, the best track team in the his- 

lory of North High was developed. After several weeks of good, hard, persistent train¬ 
ing, the try-outs began to show some record-breaking material. The Drake relay carnival 
proved to our track fans that North High was represented by some of the fastest relay 
teams in the state. It showed that we had sprinters and distance men that could hold their 
own with other schools. North High won three of the five relay events in the Drake car¬ 
nival—the shuttle race, the half-mile relay, and the medley race. The mile relay then took 
third place, but the two-mile relay team came in fifth. 

North High ran away with the Fairfield tri-state track and field meet. Here against 
the pick of three states we showed our superiority. The time that some of the men made 
on a very slow track was wonderful. Besides winning first place in ten out of the fifteen 
events and finishing with a score of fifty-three points, three of our athletes and a Wellman 

man tied for individual honors with ten points each. i- • i i ui • 

Probably no one is more responsible for our present standing in the track athletics 
than Coach Bell. He has been our trainer for the past few seasons and the team owes 
much to his keen judgment and training ability. Another element—one absolutely essen¬ 
tial to the success of a track team—is the spirit of the athletes themselves. I here was no 
shirking of discipline, nor grumbling, but good, hard, conscientious practice and an intelli¬ 
gent and aggressive spirit in contests. , , • i c 

The men who have won their track monograms thus early in the season are 3am 
Cohen, Charles Colby, Harold Davis, John Drew, Karl Elliott, James Horsburgh, Lee 
McDaniel, William Scarpino, Clarence Slater and Charlie Woods. 

TRACK SCHEDULE 

April 21 —Drake Relay Carnival. 

April 28—Fairfield Tri-State Meet. 

May 5—City Meet. 

May 1 2—Grinnell Invitation Meet. 

May 19—State Meet. 

May 26—Missouri Valley Meet. 





JDrakf ^clap Carnibal 

At Drake Stadium April 21 st 

North High virtually won its first meet of the season by gaining three firsts out of five 
events, totaling seventeen points, and making the university and college winners share the 
limelight with us in the Drake Relay Carnival. No other team on the track that day won 
as many points as our team did. Our quartets of sprinters and distance men won first 
places in the half-mile relay, the shuttle race and the medley race, took third in the mile 
relay and fifth in the two-mi!e. Fort Dodge and East High were compelled to divide the 
two remaining races. Fort Dodge winning the two-mile event and East Des Moines taking 
the mile. 

The track was fast, with weather conditions ideal. The huge crowd that had gath¬ 
ered to see the Drake relays witnessed the breaking of five records, one of w'hich was a 
high school half-mile record, and North broke this. Our half-mile athletes, Horsburgh, 
Drew, Cohen and Colby made the record I :33 2-5, breaking the 1913 one of West Des 
Moines by one second. This race was one of the best and fastest of the high school sec¬ 
tion. The high school half-mile was run in three sections because of the large number of 
entries. Marshalltown won the first and Dallas Center the second heat. It w^as in the third 
section, however, that the record was cut from I :36 2-5 to 1:35 2-5 by our team. Hors¬ 
burgh, the first runner, gave the Pink and Green team a good start besides stringing the 
other teams out. Drew follo\\*ed, and gained on the lead. Cohen held his own and Colby 
came in first without once losing the lead. Time was kept on all the teams. The final 
returns gave East High second place, as East’s last runner crossed the line second, after 
Colby had broken the tape. 

Our series of triumphs was interrupted when Fort Dodge won the Uvo-mile race with 
W est High second and East third. Sioux City was fourth and North High, though not 
placing, was a close fifth. 

The shuttle race was our second honor award. It was close throughout, but Colby, 
who ran the final I 10 yards for us, finished with a ten-yard lead. Hie record-breaking 
short relay team represented us in this event. West High and Algona, who finished second 
and third respectively, were barely ahead of the rest of the field. The time for the shuttle 
race was a second slov^xr than the record, but our quartet was by no means pushed to the 
limit. Time. :47 4-5. 

The one-mile high school race was won by Elast High. North High came in third 
in this event, with every member of the team pulling hard. Marshallto^vm edged in second, 
largely due to the running of McCreery. 

Our third slice of melon for the day was the medley race. Horsburgh ran 220 yards, 
giving McDaniel, his running mate, a sli^t lead, w^hich he maintained during the quarter. 
Da%is, vk'ho ran the half-mile or the third relay, gave the baton to Elliott with a large lead. 
Eliott woo the three-quarter-mile in a game race and consequently North High took the 
medley. .Algona was second, finishing ten yards behind North. Mason City took third. 
Tlie time was two-fifths of a second slower than the old mark 

SUMM.ARY OF EV'ENTS 

H«if mile (6rst sectio*)—Marshaillo^'B (Dixott. Hurlburt. WiHxrcL Smith), irst; OskxlooM. 
tecemd; time I:i64>5. (Secemd sectioii)—Dallas Ceater (Carter. Breatoo. Hicks, Grossmaa). krsi; 
EUora. secemd. (Third sectioa)—North Hish (Horshargh. Drew. Cohea. Colby), lirst; Elast High. 
Kcoad: tmae, 1:35 2-5 (a aieet record), b urners, picked accordag to best bme—Nordi High, krst; 
Elast High, secoad; Manhalllo^k-a. third. 

Tw aaW—'^X'oa by Fort Dodge (Pitsoa, .Aftiiight. .AaMtt Moak); AX’est High, secoad; East High, 
third; S«oax Oty, foarth; liaie. 8:40 3-5. 

Shaltle race—\l'oa by North High (Horab ar g L Drew, Cohea. Colby); West Hi^ secoad: 
.\lgoaa. dard; tiaie. r47 4-5. 

Oae Bale—^ oa be East High (McOaaa, Danrer, Dietz. Yarn); Mardialllowa, »ecoad; North 
Ehgh, dihd; West High.'foarth . taae. 3:39 3-5. 

Medhy race—^ oa by North Hc^ (Horsbargh. Mct>aBiel. Daris, Elbott)^ .AigoBa. secoad; 
Neatoa. daid; Booae, fomth; tsKc. 6:56 2-5. 







Jfairficlb Snbitation itleet 


At Fairfield, April 28th 

The second meet of the season was the Tri-State Track and Field Meet, held at Fair¬ 
field under the auspices of the Parsons College Letter Club. North High had little diffi¬ 
culty in taking the majority of the honors. Our athletes won ten first places out of fifteen 
events and finished w'lth a grand total of fifty-three points. Washington, \l^ellman and 
Iowa City tied for second place with ten points each. There were twenty-three schools 
and approximately one hundred and forty athletes participating in the track and field events. 
Fhese athletes represented the best from the eastern part of Illinois, the northern part of 
Missouri, and the south and central portion of Iowa. 

The meet was held on a muddy field during a downpour of rain. These weather 
conditions were decidedly unfavorable for any record-breaking performances but. neverthe¬ 
less. they did not seem to interfere with the meet. Three of our men. Lee McDaniel. 
Charles Colby and William Scarpino. together with Lewis of Wellman, tied for individual 
honors with ten points apiece. 1 he men flipped for the cup offered to the individual point 

winner. Scarpino won it. . l m j 

The events that North won were the 100-yard dash, the one-mile run. the I ZL-yitd 
hurdles, the 440-yard run. the 220-yard hurdles, the half-mile run. the broad jump, the 
220-yard dash, the half-mile relay and the one-mile relay. All the track events went to 
our squad, while only one of the field events was captured by us. that of the broad 
This meet brought out the individual sprinters, dash men and the distance runners for Noiw 
High. The hurdles were won by McDaniel and Scarpino. The half-mile and one-mile 
relay teams lived up to expectations and kept the winning record established in the first meet 

of the season. .111 10 

The form of our athletes was excellent, notwithstanding the slow track. Better time 

under such conditions could hardly be looked for. Colby won the hundred-yard dash in 
:I0 2-3. This is an exceedingly good record for any meet. Other times for dashes and 
distaiKe runs were correspondingly good. The half-mile relay team broke the tri-state rec¬ 
ord by three-fifths of a second. 


HOW THEY FINISHED 

North High. 53: Iowa, 10; Washington. 10; Wellman 10; Oskaloosa 7; Milton. 
7- Lineville. 6; Fort Madison. 4; Ottumwa. 4; Burlington. 3; Corydon. 1; Wapello. I ; 


Seymour. I. 


SUMM.ARY OF EVENTS 


IOQ.„nl dasb—oil f>y Colby (North); 
Honba'rtfa (North), lecoad: Fofd (Ot«»w»). 
tiufxl; time. : 10 2-5. 

Ooe imle n»—Wo« hj EUioM (North); Jan- 
km (Liaeirille), »ecood; Peterman (Iowa City), 
third; time, 3:05. 

Oisctts throw—AX on by Lewis (^ ellman); 
Fnesler (Iowa Oty). second; Haye* (Sey¬ 
mour). third; time. :I8 1-5. 

440-yard run—AX'on by Woods (North); 
Larson (W^asKin^loo). second; Whilely (Cory¬ 
don). third; time. :532-5. 

440-yard run—Won by McDaniel (Norths; 
Hasseltime (Ottumwa), second; Thompson (MJ- 
lon). thud; tune, :56. 

Shot pm—Won by Lewis (Wellman); John¬ 
son (Milum), second; F n »^ (Bnrhnf^). 
third; distance. 39 feet. 8 inches. 

220-yard hurdles—Won by Scarpmo (Nocih); 


Peck (W'ashingUm). second; Parker (Oska- 
loosa). ibird; bme, :324-5. 

Pole vault—Won by Osborn (Iowa City); 
Johnson (Milton), secoiad; Young (Fort Madi- 
*<»), third; height. 9 feet, 9 inche^ 

Half-mile run—W'on by Davis (North); Peck 
(Lineville). second; Hicks (Iowa City), third; 

t»e, 2:13. 

Broad jump—W'on by Scarpino (North); 
Snyder (Oskaloosa). second; Hunter (Wapello), 
du^; distance. 19 feet. I mck. 

220-yard —Won by Cottiy (North); Peck 

(W'ashingUm). sec o n d ; Blsck (W astungtoo), 
thud: bme. :27 1-5. 

Hdf-mde relay—W'on by North High (Hors- 
bs^ Drew. Cohen msd Colby); Seymour, sec¬ 
ond; W'ashmgton. third; tmse, 1:38 2-5. 

One-mile relar—W on by North Hi^ (Mc- 
D^seL SlalcT, W'oods and EJlioll); Oskaloosa. 
second: tone. 3:47. 




















































(^^pmnasium Wovk 

Freshmen and Sophomores are required to have two years of gymnasium before grad¬ 
uation. The Department of Physical Training gives two chances of taking the work, the 
regular gymnasium classes or a credited amount of work in the regular athletics of North 
High. Two hours of physical training a week are required of the under classmen. Every 
one is expected to take the calisthenic exercises. Besides this, there are competitive sports, 
including basketball, volley ball, indoor and outdoor baseball. The conference baseball 
season was scheduled by the Physical Training Department. The limited number of prac¬ 
tice hours, and the fact that the available time either in the school hours or afterwards 
made it hard to give everyone a chance to play and still to give the teams an opportunity to 
work together in competitive athletic sports. In the school periods, the regular classes were 
held, while after school outside games were allowed. The need for additional dressing 
room and floor space was apparent to all taking the work before this year, but the enlarge¬ 
ment of the gymnasium gives ample room for the classes now. 

^fcuimming anb 0tf)er Actibiti'eS 

The new pool has made swimming even more popular than the gymnasium work. 
Classes organized at the beginning of the year were for advanced swimmers as well as for 
the beginners. The beginners were taught the elementary principles of swimming and div¬ 
ing. The pupils learned quickly and in a short time could swim the length of the pool. The 
swimmers of the advanced classes were taught different strokes, dives and life saving. A 
water meet is being planned for the various classes, the events of which will be relay races, 
hurdle races, fancy and plain diving, water games, and short dashes. This promises to be 
of much interest to the contestants. The prominent position that swimming has taken this 
year is largely due to the work of Mr. Russell, the instructor. 

Soccer was one of the other activities of the fall. The game progressed nicely with 
Mr. Barnes at its head. Although it was started late in the season and not a great deal of 
practice could be put in, soccer promises to be a coming sport. Golf, also, was advocated 
during the year. No tournament could be scheduled, but one is promised next year. The 
distance to the golf course is one of the handicaps. 

(Conference baseball 

Baseball has never entered the realm of North High athletics before this season, be¬ 
cause of the short season that is afforded in the spring. But conference baseball is now in 
full swing. Under Mr. Barnes, gymnasium instructor, games are played on the regular 
schedule, and baseball promises to be one of the leading sports of the future from the out¬ 
look of this season. 

Four teams have been organized: Princeton, captained by Clifford Knox; Brown, 
by Brooks Heath; Harvard, by James Dwyer; and Yale, by Eugene Sherwin. The short 
season makes it impossible to play more than one round unless it is necessary because of a 
tie. All games are played on the Des Moines College diamond. 

SCHEDULE 

April 23—Princeton vs. Yale. 

April 24—Brown vs. Harvard. 

April 26—Harvard vs. Princeton. 

May I—Brown vs. Yale. 

May 3—Princeton vs. Brown. 

May 8—Yale vs. Harvard. 




Cennis 


Fwas away back in the dim and dusky past that Mr. Grundy conceived a very laud> 
able idea. This idea was to award a monogram to those who excelled in tennis. The plan, 
when announced, was eagerly received, for some of the boys had been showing talent along 
this line. The Senden brothers are the first whose names come down to us as being con¬ 
nected with the sport. 

All of this happened in 1907. At this time were built the first tennis courts of North 
High. One of the old Annuals speaks of tennis as the most democratic sport of the school, 
for all met on equal terms at the tennis courts. 

With such an impetus, the sport steadily gained in popularity. Soon after, a team 
was designated that should represent us in out-of-town engagements. Here the names of 
Henry and Bradley appear as the first members. Quite a schedule was arranged and our 
tennis teams never failed to uphold the honor of old North High. 

Things went along smoothly until we procured the new addition that we all had 
hoped for so much. The time came for excavating and as the huge shovel dug into the 
smooth surface of the courts, many watched it with a feeling somewhat akin to saying good¬ 
bye to a tried and true friend. Great changes have taken place since then. The loss of 
the tennis courts had something of a dampening effect on the ardor of tennis fans. It was 
hard to realize that the place where now stood a very solid looking building, once had been 
the gathering place of the “bunch;” that over the spot where once gruelling and exciting 
battles had been fought were now located such prosaic things as Geometry and Domestic 
Science class rooms. 

Some people have the opinion that tennis is a game meant for fops and good-looking 
boys in white trousers. I wish to inform you that it is quite the opposite. Tennis is a game 
that takes not only some degree of muscular control and energy, but also requires a quan¬ 
tity of brains. Further, it requires a brain that is quick-acting and unerring in judgment, 
and one that is under perfect control. As far as physical exertion goes, there is no oth?r 
game that exercises every group of muscles so thoroughly. 

And now once again, under the sponsorship of Mr. Barnes, the old fire for tennis has 
blazed forth. Two courts that will be excellent, are now nearing completion. The spring 
tennis tournament is now in full swing and by the time you read this, the winners will prob¬ 
ably be known. 

This tournament is rather in the nature of a preliminary event to the big monogram 
tournament to be held in the fall. The winners of the fall event will be awarded regula¬ 
tion monograms in both single and doubles. 

In these tournaments we hope to develop some championship material, such as Brad¬ 
ley and Van Ginkel. Both graduated from North High and both have received middle 
western recognition. 

We are now launching upon another period of tennis achievement. North High’s 
“tennis future” seems to be assured. In passing, it might be said that North High still 
retains possession of the first tennis trophy ever given by Hopkins Brothers. 









President . Agnes Henderson 

Vice President. Olive Engle 

Secretary . Marcella Allen 

Treasurer . ELIZABETH McGuiRE 


One of the newer organizations among the girls of North High is the North athletic 
club of girls, called the “North Athletic Girls.” or “Nags.” Agnes Henderson, a Senior, 
is the student president, assisted by a capable group of directors in the various activities 
supervised by Miss Stowell. 

The plan of the organization has been very cleverly worked out so that the pursuit 
of athletics is made more interesting and enjoyable. At the very first every one is a mem¬ 
ber of “Sub-North Athletic Girls.” or a “Snag.” but by working and consequent earning 
of points, a girl may become a “Nag.” Thus everyone starts out on an equal footing, and 
individual effort is promoted by a spirit of competition and friendly rivalry. 

The various activities are divided according to seasons of year. For example, out¬ 
door work is the theme of fall and spring activities, and all sorts of indoor work, together 
with skating, occupy the winter months. The outdoor work includes walking, tennis, golf, 
rowing, field hockey, track athletics, captain ball, volley ball; and swimming. Indian club 
drill, dumb-bell drills and wand drills, folk-dances, captain ball, volley ball, indoor base¬ 
ball and aesthetic dances are some of the things on the list of gymnasium work for the 
winter. 

On April 23d. the fifteen girls having the highest number of points to date, consti¬ 
tuted the charter members of the association. Following are the members according to their 
lelative number of points: Elizabeth McGuire. Mary Rose. Anna Heggenberger. Agnes 
Henderson. Marcella Allen. Ruth Perkins. Harriet Kirkwood. Beulah Miles. Helen 
Cousins. Julia Block. Helen Horton. Ruth Stevenson. Lillian Russell. Etha Crail and 
Olive Engle. Then those girls having seven points after an interval of two weeks will be¬ 
come Nags. By this competitive system, membership is determined. 

The various supervisors are: Irene Harlan, tennis; Marcella Allen, track; Jenny 
Allen, rowing; Margaret Reeve, indoor games; Elizabeth McGuire, swimming; Ella Stein, 
golf; Mary Rose, field hockey, and Agnes Buchanan, walking. Walking and swimming 
have been the chief activities in the first days of this organization, for they are more com¬ 
pletely developed than the others. Under Agnes Buchanan, the supervisor, are various 
“walking captains” having charge over certain sections, and each girl has to report to her 
respective captain with regard to points made, distance and time. Elizabeth McGuire 
keeps the record of the points made in Dorothy Marsh’s swimimng classes at our pool. 
Later on the other activities will in the same manner be equally well developed and super¬ 
vised. 

The future of “North Athletic Girls” looks very promising, and we all hope the 
greatest success may attend it. 

































(Girls’ ^toimming 

Although the pool was apparently finished last year, swimming for the girls did not 
begin until June, 1916. 

The girls were very enthusiastic and a large number started the first semester, but 
many more were added to the list the second semester. In all, about one hundred girls 
have learned to swim, or have had their strokes perfected. All who have begun have 
learned to swim. 

The classes are held from 2:15 until 5 o’clock. There are three classes composed 
of girls who began this semester, and a few of the first semester girls. There are two of 
advanced swimmers. 

Almost all beginning girls can swim three ways: breast, back and side stroke. Some 
of the girls can also swim the single overarm, and can dive. The advanced girls swim two 
back strokes, breast, single overarm, side and trudgeon strokes. They dive many ways, 
especially those who were members of the summer school classes. The front, side and 
racing dives are skillfully executed by practically all of the advanced girls. Some of the 
girls can do the back dive, the seal dive, the jack-knife. Besides this, they have also had 
life saving and have learned the rescue method and how to break holds. 

The girls have been so enthusiastic and anxious to learn that North High should cer¬ 
tainly be in the front rank in aquatics. 

0]pmnagium ®SIorfe 

The girls* gymnasium work at North High, under the direction of Miss Galena 
Stowell, has been unusually successful this year and particularly this last semester. Miss 
Stowell formerly divided her time between East and North; but since the beginning of this 
semester, the number of girls requesting this work has necessitated Miss Stowell s being at 
North High all the time. So we now have classes every day in the week for girls in all 
four years of the high school course. Classes meet twice a week. On one of these days, 
they have music, and on the other, much to many of the girls* disappointment, they do not. 
Miss Velma Kyes plays for them, and we need but say that one of the first questions heard 
when the girls all troup over to the gym is just this, “Oh, is this the day Velma plays? 

Gymnasium includes a great many activities, such as regular calisthenics, folk danc¬ 
ing. the fundamentals of aesthetic dancing, team games, military drill, and outdoor work 
in spring and fall. 

A large number of benefits come from this work. First, there s the freedom and joy 
of donning a gym suit and having a full period of rest and play, entirely different from the 
school routine of recitations and study. In the gym the girls are all on the same footing, 
and work and play together in the most pleasant way. The spirit of team work is devel¬ 
oped, and mind and b^y are taught to work together quickly and easily. Aesthetic danc¬ 
ing develops grace and poise. The military work teaches the girls to think and to obey 
commands quickly. Gynasium work tends to correct physical defects, such as stooped 
shoulders, curved spines, uneven hips, and poor standing position, and in needy cases, in¬ 
dividual attention is given. 

In connection with the gymnasium a great interest is usually aroused for outdoor exer¬ 
cises and all sorts of sports and activities, such as walking, tennis, golf, swimming. 

In fact, in view of the fun they have and the real benefits they receive, many of the 
girls go right on with the work for the last ^o years, although this is not required. Gym¬ 
nasium is meaning more every year in the high school course, and before long it is probable 
that it will receive the attention and appreciation that it really deserves. 
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IK 2.obe 

(John Boyd lo»t hn eyesight during service in the United States Navy. In spite of his handicap he 
has completed his Senior year with honor.) 

Oh! loving Shepherd, Thou my faltering steps must guide. 

All my weakness in Thee I will confide; 

Thy arms to me I know are open wide. 

For thy name is Love. 

When evil seeks me for his own. 

To change this heart of flesh to one of stone, 

I feel Thy mercy 'round me thrown. 

And cling to Thee above. 

Oh! if 1 must through endless darkness go. 

The valor of Thy Son, Oh, help me show 
That doing this I'll better know 
That God is Love. 

Let me Thy truth to all men take, 

All bitter lives to sweeter make. 

By the blessed truth that Jesus spake. 

That God is Love. 


—John Boyd, *17. 









^i)t OTfjitc #OOS!C 

^TJJILLY McDonald wouldn’t have seen the white goose if his auto racer had not 

broken down three miles from the nearest town and about a half-mile from the near¬ 
est habitation. 

He emerged from under his machine covered with grime and oil and dust. He was 
a pretty sight to behold, altogether hot, tired and disgusted. 

He pulled on his coat and, not realizing the untidy appearance he made of his other¬ 
wise good-looking face and his disordered hair, he tramped down the road toward the 
nearest house he could find, not knowing where it was. 

Presently he came upon two cross roads, each bearing a sign on a post saying three 
miles from Pekken Station. 

Both roads were well traveled, although each had thick woods on either side. Billy 
couldn’t remember which road he had taken and couldn’t decide which one to choose now. 

“Heads I turn right, tails I turn left,” said Billy. 

He tossed a penny and turned into the right hand road. On one hand there was a 
hill broken by a road marked “Private,’’ but on the other side was a dense, wooded forest. 

After Billy had passed the private road he heard a strange noise behind him. It 
sounded like a quack, or was it a croak, he couldn’t tell. He turned and there about three 
feet from him was an immense white goose, tagging devotedly at his heels. 

“For the love of Mike!^’ ejaculated Billy, “I don’t mind having a good dog at my 
heels, but a goose—never!’’ He shouted for the goose to go away, and threw a rock at it, 
but it dodged the missile and continued to stand patiently waiting for Billy to go on. He 
misunderstood and turned to go. He had gone about a quarter of a mile when he turned 
and found that the goose was still plodding along behind him. 

“Well, if you insist on going along, go ahead, and I’ll do the following,’’ said Billy. 
He walked behind the goose, giving all appearances that he was driving it. 

From behind he heard a slight purring of an auto and a big car came into his view, 
occupied by a young girl, with golden hair and big blue eyes. There was a warning honk 
and the goose answered with a harsh squawk. 

The machine stopped beside him while the young girl, her eyes snapping, said. “I 
should think a great big man like you would be ashamed to steal a helpless little goose.’’ 

“Do you believe I stole that—thing?’’ 

“Thing! That is a genuine Hamadean goose, and appearances are decidedly 
against you.’’ 

“Well, what are you going to do about it?’’ asked Billy. 

“You will pick up the goose and get into the car,’’ she said, cooly displaying a tiny 
revolver. 

“Now what if I run away?’’ 

“You dare not; you will do as I say.’’ replied the young lady. “We are going to sec 
a magistrate.’’ 

They reached the village at last and paused beside the door of Judge Garthy’s home. 
He came down the steps to meet them. He was a tall white-bearded man with strong 
character and striking personality written all over his features. 

After the girl’s explanation, he said. “Please step into my office and make your com¬ 
plaint. Miss Cowan.’’ 

“You bring the goose,’’ he ordered Billy in a tone of utter contempt. 

“I wish to enter a charge against Miss Cowan,’’ said Billy calmly. 

“State your grievance, ” said the Judge briefly. 





“I desire to prosecute Miss Cowan on the charge of stealing my auto, your Honor/* 
said Billy, with a slight attempt at mockery. 

“Slop this nonsense, young man.” 

“It is the truth/* insisted Billy. Then in a few words he told how his car had broken 
down and of the chase of the goose and then of his capture by Miss Cowan. 

“I recognized my car before I entered it, by the initials and outward marks,** said 
Billy. “Here also is my license.** 

The Judge looked at the license, then compared it with the number on the car outside 
and found that they corresponded. 

“Florence, what have you to say?’* asked the Judge. 

Her face turned alternately red and white. Billy felt pity for her and was just 
about to tell her not to mind, when she told her story. 

She told how she was returning from a walk and having found the car by the road 
with little wrong with it. she had fixed it, being an expert mechanician for a girl, and had 
ridden on in it, intending to deliver the car to the officials in town until the owner called. 
On the way she had overtaken Billy and the goose and then we all know what happened 
after that. 

After Billy had washed and dressed in some clothes borrowed from the Judge’s son, 
whom he had discovered was an old college chum of his, he came downstairs to join the 
others. He went first to the Judge’s office, where the Judge was just saying good-bye to 
Miss Cowan, who lived at the house on the road he had taken marked “Private.** 

“May I offer an apology for humiliating you on account of ‘that thing?* ** she asked. 

“That thing,*’ said Billy, “is a genuine Hamadean goose.** 

^ ^ ^ ^ 

The wedding was at the Cowan farm, and the many guests wondered at a big white 
goose that strutted about on the lawn with a big satin bow and a spray of orange blossoms 
tied around its neck. 

—Edna Lamkin, *18. 


Cfjt (Cofit 


Over the fields of trampled grain. 

Over the battle-scarred Louvain; 

Dreary and cold were the skies one day. 
Chilling my heart as I went my way; 
Making me view with a clearer thought 
The terrible havoc the war had wrought. 

There stood a home whence all had fled. 
Leaving death’s silence to reign instead; 
And there a church whose crumbling walls 
Buried its altar and choked its halls, 

A shattered oak told its story well. 

That it stood in the path of bursting shell. 

Over the fields of trampled grain 
The winds seemed to moan a sad refrain— 
Bearing the sound of muffled drum 
With the solemn notes of a requiem 
For the nation’s tears, over heroes lost; 

Such is war and its dreadful cost. 


Margaret Douchman, *19. 





|3e ^prple I2Hpnbes 

HE twirling, tantalizing, teasing tantrums of the winds which play such havoc with 
lj]v the neatly-arranged curls of demure maidens, and delight in displacing the hats of 
fat gentlemen, are popularly supposed to come in March. However, April, has 
“been in on** a few of these mischief makers. In the “po*try books** these never come at 
all. The winds spoken of there are gentle breezes, which softly stir the leaves of the trees 
and wave the long ferns and grasses gently to and fro. 

But in real life—say in Iowa and April—they are of a very different character. 
Especially provoking are they to the high school students, we who walk to school. The 
wind exults in nothing so much as neatly flipping your geometry papers from between the 
covers of your book, when you haven*t another minute to do it over; or in dancing away 
with that very confidential note from Mary, which you wouldn*t have anyone else read for 
the world. And then hats! You start to school in the greatest hurry and without stop¬ 
ping to fasten your hat securely, hoping desperaely that it will stick on. Rejoicing at your 
good luck as you finally arrive at the schoolhouse safe and sound, you start up the steps just 
as Mr. Wind in fiendish delight swoops the fated hat from your head. You, after chasing 
it a block or two, thereby affording infinite amusement to the idle passerby, return with it 
in time to hear the tardy bell ringing with maddening insistence. 

But not alone to high school students are “Ye Apryle Wyndes** a torment. No, 
indeed 1 There are dozens, nay hundreds of things which the wind does daily in hundreds 
of ways. Two very common things which come to my mind now are: The turning of an 
umbrella wrongside out, very much to the discomfiture of the person carrying it, of course; 
and the throwing of handfuls of dust into your eyes just in time to make you collide with 
some heavy-laden, testy, old gentleman, who looks volumes of wrath at you as you disen¬ 
gage and mumble hasty apologies. These and countless others are all the work of that 
most aggravating of all his Satanic Majesty s helpers. Ye Apryle W^yndes. 

—Agnes Barnard, *18. 


a £loub 


There always musl be cloudy times, 

So why be disheartened all day? 

The pinions of time move fast enough. 

Without worrying our time away. 

Were it not for the flowers that come with the rain, 

Now, just what would this old world be? 

Many things must co-operate 

As the ripples that make up the sea. 

Did you ever stop to realize 

That beyond that ominous veil. 

The sun is shining its very best. 

While we let the darkness prevail? 

Why can’t we have broadness of vision enough 
To look on the bright side awhile? 

We can achieve this thing with ease. 

If we make life happy, and smile. 

—Donald Simison, *19. 





^ucfj ig mu 


^jr CCORDING to custom, the aristocracy gathered in the camp office every Sunday 
evening. The office, by the way, was the dignified little log building in which every¬ 
thing a lumber-jack might need from a plug of poisonous tobacco to a dose of salts 
could be bought. It was here the walking-boss, the clerk and the doctor slept; it was here 
all important guests were entertained. 


On this particular Sunday evening the thermometer registered thirty-seven below, but 
the stove in the office glowed red and the fire crackled cheerfully. As the aforesaid aris¬ 
tocracy assembled about the room, it was quite evident that something extraordinary was 
expected. The walking-boss was unusually slow and deliberate in fixing his pipe; the doc¬ 
tor was smoking a genuine “tailor-made” cigarette; the chief-cook was for once silent. 
Truly, something was about to happen. 

After fifteen minutes had slipped by the door suddenly opened, and in stepped a man 
of gigantic frame carrying a pair of snow shoes. He was dressed in woodman’s clothing 
—fur cap, pea jacket, heavy woolen stockings tied just below the knee, and Indian-made 
mocassins. His face was strong and harsh and his gaze was hard to meet. 

It was Ungodly Bill. 

“How are you. gentlemen?” he said in a deep bass voice. 

“Hunk-a-dory,” returned the walking boss. 

Ungodly Bill unbuckled his pack sack and removed his cap and coat, tossing them 
on the nearest bunk. 


“Won’t be staying long, will you?” asked the walking-boss in a slow drawl. 

“Till spring, I reckon.” 

The boss was surprised. “What happened?” 

Ungodly Bill drew up the chair that had been left for him, filled and lit his long 
black pipe and began his story. 

**You all know that I left here to ‘get* that new station agent at Oba. Never mind 
why I wanted to ‘get’ him so bad, but take my word for it that if ever a man had a right 
to kill a thieving skunk. I had a right to kill that blackguard. The blizzard caught me 
about seven miles on the other side of Dead Man’s Lake. Boys! but that was a blizzard! 
I kept going, for I was afraid to stop. The cold was terrible. My toes hurt and then all 
feeling passed out of them. I knew they were frozen, but I had to keep going. On and 
on I labored, my snow shoes sinking deep in the new snow. It gave me strength to think 
of the pleasure of killing the measliest cur that ever drew the breath of life. I pictured a 
scene in which I gradually pounded the life out of him and it kept me from falling. Then 
things began to fade. I must have become delirious.” 

Ungodly Bill stopped a moment to relight his pipe. There was a general movement 
of chairs towards the fire, although the room was quite warm. After a moment of un¬ 
broken silence the story was resumed. 






“Well, I can’t understand how it happ>ened. but the next thing I knew I was in a real 
bed, of unbelievable softness, and with white sheets. At first I thought I had traveled the 
Long Trail and had accidentally slipped through the Golden Gate, and as if to establish 
my supposition, in stepped an angel—yes. an angel—for women of that kind are just 
angels on earth. Well, she nursed me for a week for my feet were too sore to stand on. 
Gad, fellows, but that ivas a week! I lay there on my back listening to the two little tots 
playing and talking of their dady who, so I learned, was to return as soon as the snow 
plows could break through from Forty-eight. They came and talked with me and told me 
of their dear daddy, what a nice man he was. 

“Believe me, I hated to leave that bed, but at the end of the week 1 got up and 
dressed, and played with the kids. Suddenly the door opened and in stepped the man I 
had such good reason to hate. He did not know me because my whiskers had grown long. 
He looked surprised and after taking the kids in his arms, listened to his wife’s explanation 
and then offered me his hand. It was hard work, but I took it for her sake, and I left as 
soon as I could. To save me from everlasting perdition, I would not have injured him.’’ 

The walking-boss look out his big red handkerchief and blew his nose. The doctor s 
cigarette burned his hand and he swore softly. The cook coughed weakly and searched his 
pockets absent-mindedly for a match. Each was thinking of some good woman and of 
little children, and tears came to eyes that had not been wet for years. 

(Submitted at the usual rate, author unknown.) 


Ctje ^oppp 

The moraing dawned so clear and bright. 

The poppies awakened from ihe night, 

E.ach bloom was lifted high and straight. 
Each poppy nodded toward its mate, 

And they were happy and light. 

The sun shone hot on the pioppy bed, 

And each bright flower would droop its head; 
The bees would lazily hum around 
Until some honey they had found 
Upon those poppies bright and red. 

At night the cool breeze fanned the air. 

The poppies closed their blooms so rare; 

Each firefly wafted on the night 
Sent forth a tiny yellow light. 

But the pioppies slept on unaware. 


—Cleo Willey, *18. 







Cf)f Ancient illariner 

(Given as a protest at a meeting of Literary 
Characters studied in High School) 

1 am the Ancient Mariner, 

And hereby send my greeting 
To you, my noble comrades true. 

To be delivered at your meeting. 

In this message I’ll endeavor 
To state to you my view 
Upon our common grievance. 

Which now doth trouble you. 

I hope while mourning o’er your trouble. 

That this you’ll keep in mind. 

That I, the Ancient Mariner, 

Most cause for grief can find. 

Some few of us most willingly 
Would sacrifice our life 
To save both North High pupils 
And others from the strife. 

It is a problem terrible 

To teach these thoughtless students, 

To criticise more kindly. 

And use a little prudence. 

For killing of ihe Albatross 
I have been harshly blamed. 

And for my deed no reason just 
Has ever once been named. 

I wonder if they ever stopped 
And tried at all to find. 

By using earnest thoughtfulness. 

The purpose that I had in mind. 

It fills my heart with heavy grief 
To see the way they picture me. 

As long and lank and skinny. 

In fact, most terrible to see. 

W^ithout a doubt that wedding guest— 

A frivolous snob was he— 

Had weighty influence with the class 
When he slammed that joke at me: 

And thou are long, and lank, and brown. 

As is the ribbed sea sand; 

I fear thee and thy glittering eye 
And thy skinny hand so brown.” 

The story of my life shows this. 

That a man is duly paid. 

Although not always as he’d like. 

For all he*s done or made. 

The criticism of my life 

Gives an impression wrong. 

And spoils the keynote of this tale. 

The moral of my song. 

That love should be the living link. 

The bond ’tween God and man. 

The center of the universe. 

For this is Nature’s plan. 


Irene Ullius, ’17 







Cfje ^torm 

H! BOBBIE/* screamed Mrs. Tuppel, “come here at once. can*t you hear that 
thunder? My land child, you’ll get struck sure.” 

“What’s the matter, mama?’’ 

“Why child, we’re going to have a terrible storm. Just see that awful black cloud, 
and hear the thunder. Hurry up. and let’s go over to Brown’s cave.’’ 

With this she grabbed up the ihree-year-old Bobbie and started off up the street to 
the Brown’s cave, without shutting up the house at all. Mrs. Brown was sitting on the 
porch sewing, and enjoying the fresh breeze that comes before a thunder shower. 

“Why, Mrs. Brown, what do you mean by sitting out here in this storm? Let’s go 
to your cave; I’m just scared to death—’’ 

“Well, well, I really hadn’t thought of a storm, and was just enjoying this cool 
breeze, but I’ll go in the house, if you’re afraid.’’ 

“Oh. please do. I’m so afraid of lightning; let’s pull down the curtains.’’ Just then 
there was a crash of thunder and the poor bewildered Bobbie began to cry. and his mother 
wasn’t far from tears. She held him tight in her arms and sat on a pillow with her feet 
upon the rounds of the chair. 

“I’ve heard that you can’t be struck if you don’t touch the floor and are on feathers. 
I do wish you’d sit on feathers, Mrs. Brown. I just know you’ll be struck.’’ 

“My land, child! this is no storm at all. That thunder is miles away; come out here 
on the porch and get a breath of this air. It’s all going around us.’’ 

Mrs. Tuppet ventured to go as far as the door, but at a breath of the cool air she 
stopped and breathed thankfully. My! I m glad its over. 

—Lillian Kennedy, ’18. 


iHotfjer JJrolun 

“Now, here’s this fine dining table, in good condition, with five chairs to match. How 
much am I offered for the table? Ten dollars? Come on, this is worth Twelve-fifty! 
Fourteen! Fifteen! Fifteen—going—going—gone! Sold to Mr. Conroy.’’ 

But little seven-year-old Bobby didn’t pay any attention to the auctioneer. Half hid¬ 
den from the crowd of farmers and their wives by a large elm, he was sobbing as if heart¬ 
broken. His only comfort seemed to be an old collie dog. who was trying his best to in¬ 
terest him in other things. But Bobbie paid no attention to him either. 

Mrs. Ephraim Brown was not particularly interested in the chairs they now had up 
for sale, since Paul Conroy had bought the table, so she wandered towards the house to 
see if anything there appealed to her. On her way, how'ever, she spied Bobby. 

“What’s the matter, dear? Tell Mother Brown what is troubling you.’’ 

“I heard Lawyer Grimes s-s-say he was a-g-goin’ to put me in the-the-orphant ’sylum, 
an’ I don’t wanta go—I won’t—I want my mother—’’ and he wailed more bitterly. 

“Never mind. dear. You just stop your crying. Here’s some candy. Don’t you 
want some?’’ 

As Bobby smeared candy on his face Mrs. Brown told him a story about a pretty 
little girl with golden curls, and three bears. And while with her sub-conscious mind she told 
the story, she w’ondered if one more mouth added to her brood of four would make much 

difference. . 

As if in answered to her question. Mr. Brown came up. Seeing his wife comforting 
the boy, he had decided that five children were much better than four and came to make 

the proposition to his wife. ^ i r • i_ r »» 

“Oh, Eph, that’s just what I was thinking, too. ^Vhy didn t we think of it before? 

—Margaret E. Johnston, ’17. 







^ IJsliim at Hite 

Tell me not in mournful numbers, 

Thai in Virgil one may dream. 

He is canned from class who slumbers; 

Teachers are not what they seem. 

Books are real, books are earnest. 

And the locker’s not their goal; 

Flunked thou art, to class returnesl; 

Ignorance exacts its toll. 

Not to study but to borrow 
Lessons, is our destined way. 

But to bluff that each tomorrow 
Finds us sharper than today. 

Tests are long and lime is fleeting. 

For hard tasks our teachers gave; 

Clocks with steady lick are beating 
Toward the bell which cannot save. 

In the football game's rough battle. 

At the risk of limb and life. 

Do not stand aside and prattle; 

Be a hero in the strife. 

Trust no teacher, howe’er pleasant. 

Her suspicion’s never dead; 

She’s in spirit always present. 

Lowering sternly o’er my head. 

Lives of by-gone sharks remind us 
That we cannot be sublime; 

Let’s invent and leave behind us 
Better ways to stall for lime. 

Methods that perhaps another. 

Toiling long, with might and main, 

A weak, persecuted brother. 

Knowing may employ again. 

Let us then be up and doing 
Everyone whom we can work. 

Neither toiling nor pursuing. 

Useful labors learn to shirk. 

Benjamin Toubes, ’17. 


laibenue IBribgc 

S I stood watching the river flow by, many memories came to my busy mind. Mem- 
ories of by-gone school days and all their pains and joys, skating parties that we all 
enjoyed on this now-flowing river, and the happy boat rides. Then the thoughts of 
searching for flowers along the banks recalled the pleasant hikes we took when spring was 
in her best array. 

Oh, how truly did the flowing river remind me of our own lives, calmly going by 
from year to year, hitting against hard obstacles which lie in the pathway, sometimes eas¬ 
ily overcome, other times causing a hard struggle for mastery. Let us hope that, like the 
river, we can reach our destination and if an obstacle lies in our way, that we can find an¬ 
other route by which to travel on and be greater and better than when we started out. For 
success, which is our goal, cannot be reached unless we can overcome those things which 
hinder us on our way. 


—Rose Griffiths, ’I 7. 
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iUftrical Cranslationg from Virgil 

NIGHT 

When Night pours down her mystic dew. 

All nature, then, in every place. 

Responds; she holds the sleeping world 
Securely in her fond embrace. 

The raging sea is quieted. 

The birds have ceased their piercing cry. 

The liquid lakes, the thicket glades 
In universal stillness he. 

But Night while in her gliding course 
Does not forget the human race; 

Man rests, his cares are all forgot. 

For Night has spread her silent grace. 

Dorothy Marsh, *17. 


NIGHT 

The day is ended, and night has now spread 
Her sable mantle o*er earth’s cozy bed. 

Close to her bosom, safe from all foes. 

Earth's children nestle in perfect repose. 

The lights of her chamber, from zenith to rim. 

Countless in number, burn feebly and dim. 

Voices of nature, of earth, sea and air. 

Strangely are silent, relieved of all care. 

Unruffled the brow, through slumber’s release. 

Erstwhile so furrowed, now soothed into peace. 

Mankind so burdened by home, farm and mart, 

Its woe has forgotten, and light is its heart. 

Marian Tenny, ’17. 


NIGHT 

From its home far up in the mountain. 

Crept night with its soft shade of rest. 

And placed o’er the tired valley, 

A veil of forgetfulness. 

It lifted from man his sorrows. 

His feelings of grief and of care. 

And made him forget the morrow. 

And all that it would bear. 

The birds wilh their bright-hued plumage. 

Sought the marsh and liquid lake. 

Their songs for the time forgotten. 

For the comfort of sweet rest’s sake. 

Esther Greene, *17. 
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Cable 

Y STUDY tabic stands in the most out-of-way place in the house. On it are piled 
all the magazines since the year 900 B. C., magazines that I have never read or 
never intend to read. There is also a miscellaneous assortment of the present-day 
novels. There arc various bottles of ink of different hues and blends. Pens and pencils 
arc lying at random, as if they had alighted wherever they pleased. In a prominent posi¬ 
tion is a half-eaten sack of peppermints and by its side an apple. Across one corner lies a 
coat and hat where someone (it couldn’t possibly have been the writer) has carelessly 
thrown it. Carefully concealed under this heap of articles, is one lone school book, hiding 
like a modest violet. This table is such an object of pity that once in a great while, I re¬ 
move some of the objectionable articles, and I can almost discern a happy smile coming 
from it, because some of the terrible burden has been removed. 

—Rhea Marmon, *17. 


zetje (Dib ® 83 iUotD 

Betide the brook in the meadow, 

About a stone’s throw from the water. 

Stands an old familiar willow. 

Where we children had much laughter. 

Upon the branches we swung in glee 
Out over the water so clear; 

Only my brother was there with me, 

But twas remembered for many a year. 

Sometimes when the branches swept low. 

We would gleefully take a long jump 
And down into the water below. 

We were landed with a thump. RuTH E. Prothero, *18. 


^ Dap Dream 


W 


)N sat in his boat along the bank of a river beneath the large willow trees, and 
fished. The sun was very hot, and he was nearly melted; the reflection in the water 
hurt his eyes and made him sleepy. 

All of a sudden as he looked out on the river, he saw a big fish, weighing about two 
hundred pounds, jump out of the water. If he could only catch a fish like that, then his 
folks wouldn’t make fun of him any more. He pulled in his line and baited it with some 
spoiled meat. That surely ought to get him. 

After waiting a few minutes, he saw the fish jump up out of the water and land on 
the bank. This time the fish had a dog’s head, just like Sport’s. It raised itself clear up 
in the air and started towards him, and as he looked again, he saw it had four feet. It 
came up to the boat, took the line that held the anchor in its mouth, and broke it off. Then 
it jumped into the boat. 

They drifted along very fast and, as Don looked out over the river, he wondered 
how they would get home. As he turned to look at the fish, he discovered it to be a giant 
with armor-like fishes’ scales. 

The giant stood up in the boat and look Don by the nap of the neck and— 

B-r-r-r-r! Don woke up and found that Sport, in trying to jump into the boat, had 
in his enthusiasm tipped it over. 


Sylvia Heidt, ’18. 







^fjougfjts! on ^taping 0ut Hate J^igtjts 

BOUT thirty years ago in the living-room of an old-fashioned home, an aged father 
with white hair and bent form was delivering a lecture to his only son. 

“I find.’ he said, “that you harnessed Betsy to the surrey last night, and that 

you and a young lady went riding. This alone was bad enough, but I also find that Betsy 
was not in the barn until ten o’clock. I say, young man. what do you think is going to 
happen to you? Here you are neglecting your studies and disgracing your good name. 
Now, when I was a boy and was courting your mother, we were perfectly content to walk, 
and not tire out good horse flesh. And we were always in by nine, too. Now don’t let 
me catch you at this again, young man.” 

The scene changes. The time is I 91 7. In the private office of a successful business 
man (the son of thirty years ago) a young man is receiving the same kind of a lecture. 

“Now look here! I find the car wasn’t in the garage last night till midnight and 
that you had used a whole tank of gasoline. This will have to stop I Here I receive notice 
from the president of the college stating that you are failing in all your studies. When I 
was a boy and courting your mother, we were perfectly satisfied to go riding with the 

horse and buggy, and we were always in by ten. too. The next time I find you doing this 

I will cut down your allowance, now mark it!” 

The scene changes again. The time is 1940. In an office on the thirty-ninth floor of 
a sky-scraper, the son of 1917 is haranguing his son. 

“What does this mean? I find that the aeroplane wasn’t in the hangar last night till 
three o’clock. You’d used it so hard that I could not make a landing at all in the shed on 
the sixtieth floor. I tell you this will have to stop! Now when I was courting your mother, 
the old tin Lizzie was good enough for us and twelve was the latest we ever stayed out.” 

Alas! How times do change! —Mary Heald, ’18. 

^ 3^oliafe picture 

3 N MY book of photographs, there is a curious kodak picture which—but first let me 
describe it. The central object is a small, bob-haired girl standing very straight and 
stiff, as children sometimes do before the lens. Her dress is white—linen perhaps. 
“Why,” you exclaim, “a very usual picture.” 

But wait! If you should look very closely, you would observe a pained, appealing 
expression in the eyes, two tightly-compressed lips, and a slightly knitted brow. Reader, 
do not suppress that word of sympathy that rises involuntarily to your lips, for goodness 
knows, it will not be rejected. Before going further, let me say that the poor little girl is 
myself, that troubled expression is mine, and the cause for her apparent difficulty is that 
stiff, starchy, outstanding dress into which she hais just been inserted. 

Even now as I look at that picture, the same feeling comes over me that I used to ex¬ 
perience when my mother would slip that board-like affair over my head, and buttoning it 
up so closely about my neck, and so snugly about my wrists would say, “Now, dearie, it 
will be about an hour before I am ready to go, so do be careful, and remember what I 
told you.” 

Heavens! How could I forget with those commands, which had been so successfully 
issued, always ringing in my ears! I remember them perfectly to this day—the first. * Do 
not touch the cat;” and second, “Look straight ahead so your neck won t get all red; 
third, “Don’t raise your arms for the dress is plenty short as it is; fourth, Dont eat any¬ 
thing till we get there;” fifth and most important, “Don’ sit down, for I stood just one 
hour and a half ironing the pleats in that skirt! In short, don’t move if you can possibly 
help it.” 

Well, in my veritable prison of white linen, I dwelt for one long summer, but through 
some unbelievable miracle. I expanded just enough during the following winter to outgrow 
my prison walls. —CloRIS "WALLACE, I 8. 








i&pring 

’Tis strange that only once a year 
We have that season called Spring, 

It steals along without a fear 

We know, by the song the robins sing. 

It brings with it the buds for the trees 
And the murmur of wandering brook, 

Clover and humming of bees. 

And bait for the fisherman's hook. 

Oh, why, can’t we have it always. 

The scent of the odorous flowers. 

The sweet and balmy days 

And the cool refreshing showers? 

But nature has provided for Fall 
To tear down all that is gay; 

Winter, with her white, icy pall. 

Covers and hides them safely away. 

Permelia Cary, *17. 

iRabc a <6arbcii 

Hear the call, folks, are you there? 

Now’s the time to do your best. 

Don’t hang back, but take the dare, 

March ahead, and stand the test. 

Armed with shovel, rake and hoe, 

March into your own backyard; 

Bravely meet the haughty foe. 

Conquer him, though it be hard. 

Beans, tomatoes, cabbage, spuds. 

Plant them all, don’t dare to shirk; 

Hurry, find your oldest “duds,” 

Come on now, and get to work. 

Martha Bryant, ’18. 


tEtDO ^eans 

The mighty call of Spring is here. 

Busiest time of all the year. 

But listen to old North High roar; 

“Grow two beans where one grew before.” 

For April, May and June do bring 
Something in this world to fling. 

But among nature’s gifts galore, 

“Grow two beans where one grew before.” 

Nations have called for men of deeds. 
And others for her various needs. 

But with the call for more and more, 
“Grow two beans where one grew before.” 

And when this duty you have done. 

Fed your country and had some fun, 

Y ou may proudly say, ”Au revoir. 

Grow two beans where one grew before.” 


Frederick Hubbell, ’18. 







c. a. 
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E, HEAR much about the H. C. L. these days. Indeed, one may hardly pick 
up a paper without seeing this question discussed. But here we have a new one, 
and it s not food either. No indeed, far from it, but perplexing enough to be 
worthy of the name of H. C. A. (high cost of ashes). Sounds absurd, doesn’t it? Well, 
it is, and the circumstances made it doubly so. 

My cousin and I were returning from Ames in the car last fall. The night was dark 
as pitch, and it was raining “cats and dogs.” However, we were progressing nicely, and 
thinking of home, when “ker schlip,” we slid into the side of the road and were stuck in 
the mud. What luck, and in the rain, too! We tried to get out, but the more the back 
wheels spun ’round, the deeper the automobile sank into that sea of mud. Finally, we 
decided to walk to the nearest farmhouse and try to hire a team. We walked for what 
seemed ages, and finally reached an insignificant shack on the side of the highway. We 
expected no warm reception, for the traitorous watch indicated that it was far past midnight. 
Still, there was no help for it. I pounded on the door and was greeted with the howling 
and barking of several dogs from the inside. A moment later a window was thrown up 
and a shriveled up old man poked his head out and demanded: 

“What’s wanted, hey?’’ 

We informed him that we were stuck in the mud, and asked him to rent us a team 
for a short time. 

“Me! Rent you buzz-wagon fellers a team? Not much! I see enough of your 
kind a-tearin’ past my place every day. Kill my chickens and hogs, ye do, and then you 
got nerve enough to want a team! No, I’m glad you’re stuck, and I only wish your old 
cart could stay there always.’’ And he was about to slam down the window, when I broke 
in again. 

“But we can’t stay there all night. We’ll bring your horses right back, and pay you 
well for them in the bargain. 

This brought the old fellow to, for who doesn’t like money these days? 

“Well, I can’t let you have a team, because I’ve only got one old horse, and she ain’t 
hep ’nough, but I have got something else thet’ll do the trick. Now, ef I git up out of my 
nice warm bed to git you fellers out of thet mud, I want five dollars fur it. AVhat do ye 
sey? Is the five dollars mine if I git ye out of thet mud?’’ 

“Now,” I thought, “we are getting somewhere.’’ “Yes,” I said, “the fiver is yours 
if you get us out. The car is about a quarter of a mile down the road.’’ 

So the old fellow got up, and made ready to “brive the night,’’ as he called it. Soon 
he appeared at the door and we followed him into the yard to a small back shed. Going 
in, he pulled out a big barrel, which to our astonishment we found was full of ashes. Roll¬ 
ing the barrel down the road, hand over hand, we soon came to the automobile. The night 
was still dark as pitch and the rain gave no evidence of subsiding. Quickly old Uncle 
Silas, as I dubbed him, distributed the ashes under the back wheels, then said: 

“All right, young fellers, crank up your cement mixer, and the job is done.’’ 

We cranked, and after giving some groans, as if she disliked to leave such a nice 
clinging friend, the Ford rolled once more onto solid ground. 

“Now fur the five bucks, byes, and I’ll be going back to the house,’’ broke in the 
old man. 

So we paid him and continued on our way home. As we traveled, we speculated on 
the experience, and decided that the H. C. L. was not the only thing in this worid, out 
rather the H. C. A. has it beaten. 

—Eugene Cribb, 19. 







(Genius; 

MY GRANT, a very timid, bashful little Freshman, entered South High in West- 
port on the opening day. But despite her timidity, she had made a fine record for 
scholarship in the Grammar school, and her teachers had predicted a brilliant career 
in high school for her. 

The enrollment of South High was so great, and her bashfulness added to this, at 
first made her a very inconspicuous unit in the school. She faithfully pursued her studies, 
preparing her lessons with the greatest care, and gradually she overcame her handicap. 
Theme w'riting was her greatest talent, for she wrote splendid things, which attracted the 
attention of her English teacher. Miss Griggs. Encouraged by Miss Griggs’ favorable 
comments, Amy wrote a story, and with fear and trembling sent it in to the school paper, 
the “Beacon.” Much to her delight, the management accepted it. giving it first place in 
the next issue. So, for the rest of the year, she sent in regular contributions. 

A great rivalry existed between the “Athenian” and “Cliorethian” girls’ literary so¬ 
cieties. Freshmen were not eligible, and when Amy became a Sophomore a great contest 
waged, with the result that she became an “Athenian.” She was unanimously elected secre¬ 
tary, and served as president when she was a Junior. 

But despite her popularity and prominence, she remained a sweet, lovable girl, well 
liked by everyone. The faculty advisers of the “Beacon” had long thought she was ca¬ 
pable to be Literary Editor for her Senior year. So, as a Senior, this honor, with many 
others, came to her, for she had demonstrated her abilities as leader, and that she was 
mentally capable of her offices. 

A greater honor yet was in store for her when, on Class Day, she was presented with 
a fine scholarship in one of the best schools in the country. Thus was the prediction of her 
early teachers fulfilled. 

—L. I. E., ’17. 


^ illilinigtjt ^ttnt 

The night was dark and dreary; 

The lain p>oured down in sheets; 
The gaslights seemed to flicker. 

And dimly lit the streets. 

The hour was after midnight. 

And all the world seemed dead; 
The wind in mortal terror 
Went screeching overhead. 

The lightning split the heavens; 

The thunder rolled and roared; 
As through the warring elements 
There sped a rattling Ford. 

The noise it made was awful. 

As it flew along its way, 

But why the driver hurried. 

I’m not prepared to say. 

But this is not a story. 

It only tries to show 
How stormy was the night. 

And how that Ford did go! 


—Roy W. Wright, *17. 








Spring Jfeber 

HIS morning, I received the proper and unmistakable symptoms of spring. I had 
l jj> such a severe attack of spring fever, that it was nearly impossible for me to accu¬ 
mulate enough ambition to write this sketch, or rather what I intended for a sketch. 

The sun was shining brightly. The air was balmy, and a robin, with a voice un¬ 
believably melodious and entrancing, flitted about on the branches of a cherry tree, fully 
and gloriously blossomed, and tantalized me with its care-free singing until I turned back 
to my work with a sigh of discontent, lest I be so overcome that I should make a dash 
through the window and join the tempter in the happy life, a life that knew no school les¬ 
sons and English compositions. You see this was, indeed, a severe attack of the season’s 

Again I caught myself gazing dreamily through the window. The robin had dis¬ 
appeared, so I let my thoughts stray aimlessly. I wished that I were miles and miles away, 
at the sea-shore perhaps, or among the mountains. But, at the sound of the first bell, I 
brought myself back to the present time with difficulty, remembering that I had yet to finish 
this essay before the close of the period. 

—Dorothy Eaton. 20. 


23efi^pair 

If I should pass away today, 

I wouldn't give a rip. 

I might as well return to clay 
And just give up the ship. 

For 1 have so much work to do 
ril never get it done. 

And when I get one lesson through. 
I’m given another one. 

And no one seems to realize 
The horrid fix I’m in. 

If just someone would sjrmpathize, 
Maybe, perchance. I’d win. 


Lucile Wallace, *18. 


Entile 

Did you ever feel like thunder 
And not know just what to do. 

And you know you’ve made a blunder. 
Why not smile a crack or two? 

This old world is full of dullness. 

It is easy to feel blue. 

Make it cheery to its fullness. 

Why not smile a crack or two? 

Every person has his troubles 
And it differs not just who; 

Why not make it full of bubbles? 
Why not smile a crack or two? 


W. Sproul, ’17. 







iinttmationg of Smmoitalitp 

For one day only can I be 
And then must all things go. 

For this brief space of time to me 
Is all I have below. 

And then in death must I return 
To Him who keeps me right. 

And banish all my earthly joys 
In His eternal light. 

—Hiram Hunn. *17. 


WUat ©ou in an C>U)l Car 

that we might be sure of making the “owl car.” but as we 
neared the corner two bl<xks from where our car stood. I heard a whoop, and 
both of us burst into a gallop, well knowing that the "owl car” waits for no man. 

Panting and somewhat ruffled in general, we seated ourselves on a side seat, each 
gasping with his last bit of energy, “good.” as the car started. 

Making a seemingly futile attempt to keep my eyes open. I gazed abstractedly at my 
fellow passengers. It was enough to open anyone’s eyes. What I saw is beyond my 
power of describing, but I shall try to tell you how several of the people appeared to me. 

.The woman across the aisle surely could not have had a good night’s rest for all o^ a 
fortnigh She was incomparable. Her hat. “jauntily” tipped to one side, did not even 
possess the proverbially tough feather or red ribbon. It had all of the defects of slouch 
hat and none of its admirable qualities. But why dwell on the hat? Her dress_it cer¬ 

tainly was in a class by itself. It had sometime in the past, been red serge; but now it was 
very shiny and had creases and wrinkles in it. everywhere where they ought not to be Her 
shoes were white. I think, but she would have had to wash them to prove it. But her voice 
such a shrill, piercing voice was never heard before on this side of the Atlantic. Of 
thoroughly benefit of all the passengers and all. in turn, seemed to enjoy it 

Down in the end seat, reclining on his spinal column, was a man. Anyway he prob¬ 
ably had been called a man in former days. He looked as though he had spent his whole 
salary for something which would deprive his family at home, not only of their food and 
cJotning, but also of their domestic felicity. 

The others were on the same order and level as these two. but they were more mod- 
erate in their lack of neatness and temperance. 

When we came to our corner. I was wide awake, had fully regained my breath and 
was so interested that I had to be almost dragged from my seat. The girl piped a shrill 
Oood-bye kids! as we passed, and Mr. Soused turned his great bulk as my frL-nd 
tripped over his feet. We got off and I was surely glad that I wasn’t going home to either 


one. 


—Dorothy Marsh. ’17. 





ZDutp 

soldiers were being brought in from the fields in large numbers and there must be 
a place made for them and the others who would be wounded during the war. The 
great held hospital had a large force of nurses, but the number of patients was grow¬ 
ing so fast that it was doubtful whether it would be possible to take care of the wounded 
who would be brought in that day. It was nearing dusk and the armies were drawing 
back a little from the bring line so that they could give some of their men a little rest, when 
the field hospital was in urgent need of more nurses. 

But the route to the next city was so near to the enemy’s line that they were afraid to 
send anyone for aid. And moreover there were very few men to send. 

Nurse Barnes, who was for the first time working in the hospital, had gained many 
honors for her quickness and resourcefulness. Now when she saw that all the men were 
needed so badly, she stole into the Doctor’s room and found in his wardrobe an old suit, not 
of iheir own uniform, but of the enemy’s, took it, along with a cap and military shoes into 
her room. She dressed herself in this uniform and when she looked in the mirror, was quite 
shocked to see how much she looked like a boy. 

She rang the summons bell in the Doctor’s office and in less than two minutes he was 
at her door. When she opened it, he jumped back alarmed, pulled out his revolver and 
pointed it toward her, thinking she was a spy. 

“Never mind shooting. Doctor, this is a make-up,’’ she laughed. She then explained 
her wish to go through the enemy’s territory after more nurses. 

It was again evening but the young soldier chose this time to return to camp. She 
had succeeded in her mission and now her last task was to get through the line back into 
the camp. She was hurrying down a road between the two lines, but she hoped the dark¬ 
ness would conceal her as she crept along. 

Suddenly a shot came toward her from her own line, struck, and she fell. 

At the end of the battle when the soldiers were picking up the dead and wounded, 
they were amazed to find, very near their own lines, one in the uniform of the enemy. 
Curious to see the face of so reckless a youth, they hurried froward to discover their own 
beloved Nurse Barnes, her still white face turned to morning sunlight. 

—Lucille Schroeder, ’18. 


Now it comes our turn to leave thee. 

Dear North High, so old in fame. 

So renowned for mighty spirit. 

For the glory of thy name. 

Through our hearts there goes a throbbing; 

Filling every nook and cranny 
With a longing and a hoping 

That our days here still were many. 

But as Seniors, though we leave thee. 

We shall hold a kindly place 
In our spirits for thy memory. 

Builder of a mighty race. 

So we hail thee, dear North High School, 
In our parting from thy gate. 

With thee every game and contest 
Ever coming in the state. 


C. V. R. D., *17. 








































(CcfjoesJ from tfje ^alls 

MONITORS 

(With apologies to Longfellow.) 

Somewhat back from College Street 
Stands a Bne educational seat. 

Across its modern portico 
North High’s pupils come and go. 

And from their stations in the halls 
The modern monitors say to all— 

“Linger—never! 

Never—linger!” 

At the foot of stairs, they often stand; 

And point and beckon with their hands; 

And from their desks of yellow pine. 

Like guards, they say. “Fall into line I “ 

And as they work, they sigh, alas! 

With sorrowful voices to all that pass— 

“Linger—never! 

Never—linger!” 

By day their voices are low and light. 

But silent in the dark of night. 

Distinct as passing footsteps fall. 

They echo down along the hall. 

Along the ceiling, along the floor. 

And seem to say at each locker door— 

“Linger—never! 

Never—linger! “ 

Warren Fellincham, *20. 


iWonbap 


r*S QUEER how Monday is the hardest day in all the week for the school boy and 
girl to get their lessons. It seems as if when Friday comes, all you think about is Sat¬ 
urday and Sunday. Oh. such a good time you are going to have! Those are two 
days when the teacher cannot put a zero beside your name But there are no thoughts 
of Monday morning. The lessons are put off from Friday to Saturday. Saturday comes 
and with it something else to take your time. So again the lessons are put off, and they arc 
harder to get at than they were Friday afternoon. 

Monday morning dawns, no lessons prepared, but. oh how good it would be to stay in 
bed another thirty minutes and get that sleepy feeling out of your eyes. 


Well, it finally turns out that you stay in bed, and your lessons also stay unprepared. 
You get up. say thirty minutes before school, and something goes wrong. You don’t know 
how it happened, but anyhow you find that you are two minutes late. Then you try to 
think of some good excuse, either about not finding your books in your locker, or that you 
didn’t know the bell had rung, or anything that first comes to your mind to tell the first-hour 
teacher. But that first-hour hour teacher doesn’t seem to want to turn to your way of 
thinking and sends you off to Mr. Eaton. The usual questions being put to you, you finally 
g«^t an adrmt. 

The class hours go slowly by. It seems as if all the teachers are against you. You 
have to put your gum in the waste basket, or when you report “unus” in Latin, the teacher 
is continually picking you out and that “unus” changes to “five * or “six.” But at last 
the eighth period is over and tonight you will study. 








0nv Clock 


ES, at last our electric clock is really installed. How we have longed for it in the 
past when bells rang late according to the dingy study-hall clock and “just on time” 
by Miss Reeve’s little wrist watch, when we couldn’t set our own timekeepers at 
tchool because we were sure to lose or else find a quarter of an hour at the end of the day 
if we did. Like the study-hall clock that placidly shed its continuous storm of abuse just 
as water runs off a duck s back, we were all suffering in the confident hope of systematism 
as soon as Father Time could be harnessed by that immeasurably powerful agent, electric¬ 
ity. (We didn’t exactly realize that our dreams of regularity would never materialize.) 


Finally there came a horde of workmen to the study-hall. Ladders, hammers, miles 
of copper wire coiled all over the room, clattering and pounding surely looked promising. All 
through the day. we twisted ourselves into the most impossible contortions, feigning studious 
diligence for the benefit of “the desk.’’ but managing somehow to keep our eyes in the back 
of our heads. 


After an inordinate amount of adjusting and coaxing, quiet emerged from chaos. 
But. crack! We all jumped, stared about open-eyed, then settled back to math and prose 
like so many interrogation points. 

Crack, crack, crack! Ah. the new electric clock I And we all turned to stare at 
it. Really, it had been safer not to, for the poor dazed hands jerked themselves about the 
face so spasmodically that our own heads began to swim and an unwonted dizziness came 
over us at beholding such a breach of propriety in that time-honored mechanism, a clock. 

As this disturbing performance continued, the workmen again invaded the school. 
After we had become accustomed to the erratic conduct of our new electric clock, we found 
it truly amusing, especially the one in the auditorium. Precisely at the embarrassing mo¬ 
ment when the speaker of the day was frantically rummaging his vocabulary for the neces¬ 
sary word, the perverse young clock would go into spasms, reminding one of a playful colt 
kicking up his heels in the spring pasture. 


By this tiine though, we have grown to prize the eccentricities of this ingenious con¬ 
traption. Tardiness is obsolete. If we reluctantly cross the threshold of 350 when the 
dingy but trusty old clock menacingly registers nine-forty, we can sweetly point to the back 
of the room where our electric clock has barely reached the eighty-twenty-five mark, in its 
hopping and clicking. Then there is at least one other redeeming quality. We never be¬ 
fore have known just how to manage the signing-out problem. If we overstayed the per¬ 
mitted five minutes, all the hints in the world would not induce the obstinate study-hall 
clock to turn back in its course a single second. But now it's so simple that even the 
freshies take advantage of the plan. Just sign out by one clock and in by the other. Lo! 
fifteen minutes is five minutes. We have overthrown the axioms of the ages. It can no 
longer be deplored that there is no modern Thales or Euclid. Every student in North 
High can prove that which those venerable mathematicians never dreamed of. i. e., things 
equal to the same thing are not equal to each other. In other words, two clocks each keep¬ 
ing time within the same walls, are by no means compatible. 

—Catherine Clock, ’18. 






Cf)e ^tor]|> of tl)e platform in 350 

3 FEEL so lonesome and blue, especially at this time of the year, for 1 used to be the 
l)ackground for the plays and farces that were given. I used to be the stage from 
which noted speakers would give their messages. Not long ago, it was I who sup¬ 
ported the line of football stars, who with quaking knees, depended on me to keep them 
from going through the floor, as they said their little speeches. How 1 miss the flowers and 
ferns that once adorned my worn and battered frame, and I feel so forsaken since all of 
the trophies that I had learned to love were taken from my walls. It makes me feel quite at 
home, when the girls honor me by having their assemblies in my presence. I have never 
seen the one that took my place, thus taking my joy. Some of my friends, who love me 
still, have told me that it is much larger than 1, and my curtains could never compare with 
its $265 ones. They tell me that it faces out on a beautiful auditorium with white walls, 
and a balcony clear across the back. No wonder they leave me for it, for they like its 
scenery, footlight, red, white and green, and new smooth surface. But I am not jealous, 
for you see I have served my long term and am happy to share the honor, which has been 
mine so long. I am contented, when I can hear the music of the orchestra and glee clubs, 
and then the clapping hands of an appreciative audience. 

—Ruth Garber, *18. 


Three years of high school life he passed, 

His Senior year had come at last. 

He proudly wore the badge or pin 
Of all the clubs he’d entered in. 

Et cetera, et cetera. 

He was a member of the Dubs, 

That highest club of all the clubs; 

He paid his dues to the biggest Frat; 

In politics he’d cast his hat. 

Et cetera, et cetera. 

A Glee Club member he so free. 

So blithesome caroled he for glee. 

In orchestra he played the drum 
And beat a steady turn, turn. turn. 

Et cetera, et cetera. 

A studio member—artists mind! 

Gas engine club was just his kind. 

Camera club to take some pictures. 

Radio club with all its fixtures. 

Et cetera, et cetera. 

At last, “You fail,” his teachers said, 

“You pay for this wild life you’ve led. 
There’s nothing empty as your head; 

You’ve tried too much,’’ his teachers said, 

Et cetera, et cetera. 

And when Commencement Day roll’d round 
A dismal youth indeed was found; 

He’d failed in English, math and such. 

Too many clubs—he’d tried too much! 

Et cetera, et cetera. 

A lesson take from this sad tale. 

Then words, take heed, before you fail. 

“Let not a badge or ornament 
Lure you to low grades piermanent.’’ 

Et cetera, et cetera. 


Helen Easter, *18. 







(£>ne Jfatal Ilession 


girls come onto the gymnasium floor—singly—by twos or threes—by whole 
VtU groups. Some loiter along, twisting and adjusting themselves into their suits, tying 

a loose slipper. Others chase each other wildly, merrily, or make a dash for 
apparatus. 

“Class in line!” 

The command rings out clearly and there is a scurrying, a stepping into place. 

“Right dress!” and roll call begins. 

“Martha Bryant!” 

“Here!” 

“Fannie Babbit!” 

“Present!” 

“Bonita Braddish! Emilie Christina! Clara Dippel!” 

At this point Virginia Wagner just must tell Naomi Paul about the “swell time’ she 
had last night, and Naomi, of course, must express her wish that she had been along. And 
then a little farther down the line, Helen Easter is trying to show Ruth Hockenberry how 
to do the new dance. 

“Girls, stop talking! Nellie Edwards, Olive Engle!”—and on down the list. 

“Right face! Forward march!” Everyone obeys promptly and starts to the strains 
of “Our Hero’s March.” But Sylvia Heidt must have one more word and turns to whis¬ 
per to Clara Dippel and then goes on, feeling quite contented and happy that she has that 
great load off her mind. 


Miss Stowell is the first one to break the silence, “On toes! and forward skip!” 

Everyone begins skipping happily around the room, for that is an order enjoyed by 
all. While they are skipping, Helen Easter can be heard giggling, for she has turned 
around just in time to see Faye Stiles step on Elizabeth McGiure’s slipper and pull it off, 
which is indeed ver^; funny. 

Ordinary marching! * and all is again still as the class circles around the room twice. 

Down the room by three! Mark time, leaders! Keep your distance! Class, halt! 
One, two! Right, face! Front ranks, four steps forward. Third rank, two steps back¬ 
ward! Right about, face! Five fundamental positions of the hands and feet.” 

After going through this two or three times, Laura Luckey, who happens to be in the 
front row, raises her hand and says: 

“Miss Stowell, may I trade places with some one in the back, because I don’t 
know it?” 


“What don’t you know?” asks Miss Stowell. 

“Well, I don’t know any of it.” 

“But I don’t want you to look at anyone else. I am testing you and I want to see 
how much you know.” 

Upon hearing this, the girls all take notice and try their best to do all the different 
things she calls for. 

“Right face, and side step toward the center.” A shuffling of feet and the lines 
are again made straight. “Class excused!” 

The girls scurry upstairs to dress for the next class, chattering like a lot of English 
sparrows, each girl trying to tell every other one what she forgot and what kind of a grade 
she expects to get. 


Marvel Kelly, ’18. 








Cfje ^tubp 5?our 

Towards the close of a long, tedious school day. 

When our studies begin to grow sour. 

Comes a pause in the day’s occupation 
That is known as the Study Hour. 

I hear in the room around me 
The patter of timid feet. 

And as someone seats herself quickly, 

1 hear voices soft and sweet. 

1 look up from my books in amazement 
And across the room I perceive 
Our smiling, dark-eyed Helen 
Oiggling up her sleeve. 

Wondering at such a procedure. 

At Helen’s neighbors 1 look 
And see Josephine also giggling. 

Behind her Algebra book. 

A whisper and (hen a silence. 

Yet I know by their merry eyes 
They are plotting and planning together 
To take someone by surprise. 

1 just get back to my lessons 

And find all my problems are wrong. 

When 1 hear a sound that is surely 
That dreadful, dreadful old gong. 

A sudden rush towards the stairway, 

A sudden raid towards the hall! 

By three doors left unguarded. 

We’ve deserted our prison wall. 

Sarah Cloyd, ’20. 


^ Hamcnt 




H, MEDIEVAL HISTORY! Now that thou art gone, I mourn for thee. If 
thou only knew of all the hours and hours of heart-rending agony I spent in study¬ 


ing thee. 

Many hours, did I scheme, and try to think of some other way to earn a credit, but 
it seemed that we were destined by fate to meci, and destined by Mr. Preston to become 
thoroughly) acquainted. 

Well I remember how I would slide way down in my chair so that Mr. Preston would 
not see me, yet he could always tell when I had not spent enough time with thee and would 
call on me accordingly. 

I would do my best to call to mind the answers to the questions, but it seemed that 
they were just beyond my grasp. I would stutter around and finally sit down, my brain 
in a muddle. Then some one would say in a stage whisper. Huh! there am t no use tryin 
to bluff. You never was any good at that.” Oh! how my very blood did boil. 

But then, “All’s well that ends well,’’ they say, and surely it has ended well, for 
now, when my English teacher asks who Luther was, I do not answer, as some have done, 
that he was a “foolish miser,’’ but I tell of the great reformer, Martin Luther. And then, 
too, I have some idea of those Dark Ages, and do not wish to live in the time of knights, as 
some foolish lasses do; and last, but by far not least, I have earned ( one (1 ) credit, 
by the aid of which I will be able to graduate next year. 

So farewell, ponderous history, I bear thee no grudge 

—Ethel Richards, ’18. 








^ Digit to tlje Hibrarp 

day I ventured to engage the librarian in a little conversation concerning the li- 

brary work. It was during the crowded study hour in 350, and here are my ob¬ 
servations on the trials and hardships of a poor librarian. 

As I entered she was sitting peacefully at her desk, writing. 

Good morning,** she said, looking up. 

Good morning,** I replied, “1 came in here to spend the period talking to you and 
watching you work.** 

“All right, you will find the work very interesting,** she said. “I enjoy it so much. 
You see there is—** 

Mrs. Rae, where shall 1 find some more paste?** asked one of her busy library- 
method pupils. 

Ilxcuse me, please, and off she went to the little room to discover some paste for 
her pupil. 

Soon she came back. As I was saying, the people of North High surely—No, no 
one IS r.li'^wed to take out fiction during school hours. V^hen? On Tuesday and Friday 
after school. Turning to me again she said, 1 wish the pupils would remember the rules. 
That is about the fifth time this period that I have informed students of that fact. Oh, 
well, they will learn maybe before—** 

“Can you tell me where I can find a book on Greek mythology?** piped a little 
Freshman girl. Mrs. Rae found the book for her and signed a few admits. Then some 
boys who seemed to think that the library was a place to visit were immediately and dis¬ 
tinctly informed that they must take separate tables. Question after question confronted 
her when she once more resumed her seat. 

“Can you find me a book on potato planting?** 

“Will you explain the catalogue system to me again? I don*t seem to get it.** This 
from her pupil. 

“I’ve lost my admit. Will you write me one?** 

“My mother thinks that she would like me to be a librarian. Don’t you think I would 
be pretty good?** 

“I’m in a debate in English and I just can’t write a brief. Will you help me?** 

One pupil even asked her to help her with physics. Thus, the librarian listened and 
helped and advised every one. She turned to me smilingly, and I asked, “How can you be 
so calm after all those rapid fire questions? I should think you would go wild.’* 

She replied, “It’s all in the work and I enjoy it. Don’t you think you’d like to be¬ 
come a school librarian? The bell rang just then and I escaped answering her question. 
Yes, the ways of a librarian are not smooth but at least one qualification is necessary— 
that is patience. 

—Marie Barnes, * I 7. 

(Cfje of tfje €orr^^ors 

ERE you ever quietly and peacefully picking your way down the crowded corridor when some 
Freshman came clawing and fighting his way by in a mad rush? With arms up in the air and 
head down, he launches the attack, and after more or less kicking and wriggling, he gets by 
and disapp>ears down the hall, while you put yourself together and mutter the last poem you have 
learned in English class. 

Then you encounter the girls, who affectioiiately put their arms about each other and come down 
six abreast. To get through this wall, you must use the English tactics in breaking the famous Hinden- 
burg line. But you manage to worm your way through and dash into your classroom where you sink in 
your seat, which seems like down instead of hard oak, glad to rest before the next battle. 

Wallace Lloyd, *17. 







M 


€s!gaj> 

OW each one who did not hand in an essay today will have to hand in one at the 
door as he comes to class tomorrow. That will be the admit I shall require of 
those persons who did not have the ambition to get their lessons today.” 

Thus spoke my English teacher unto the English class of which I was one of the un¬ 
ambitious members. (I have since looked up member and, according to Webster, it is a 
“limb of an animal.” Therefore, I suppose I am a limb of this animal—a rather dead and 
no-account limb with few branches.) 

Well, to continue my topic, the afternoon was nice and I stayed out overlong—clear 
until dinner time. Dinner over, a friend came along in a new car and took me for a ride. 
I thought I’d be back early and get my lessons. Well, we went to the Orpheum and I 
got home at eleven o’clock. I said to myself, “I’ll get up early in the morning and get my 
English and trigonometry, and read over my history and physics; also glance at my 
botany.” 

The next morning came only too soon. It was raining, or had been, and was still 
cloudy—a bad day. I had a thick head and my bones ached. I looked at the clock. 
Fifteen minutes of seven. 

“Oh, well, that clock’s about fifteen minutes fast. I’ll just stretch out and rest—I 
can always rest so well early in the morning.” 

“Yes, I’ll be down in three minutes!” That in answer to inquiries from below. 

I got out and hurriedly washed and dressed. How had I ever done it? It was ten 
minutes after eight! 

“Oh, well, I can get my trig and history before school, and get my physics the lunch 
period, and I have sixth period to get my English lesson.” 

These were the mental agonies of a poor Junior, in the rear slightly, carrying frve 
studies, and trying to keep eligible for track as well as to graduate next year. 

Sixth hour came and I still had that English lesson mentally poking me in the ribs, 
so to speak. Therefore, gentle reader, do not take this for a normal essay from my normal 
mind, but rather as the fevered and hasty effort of an overworked and overburdened Junior, 
written in 350 the sixth period as an admit to English class. 

—Harold P. Davis, ’ 18. 


Virgil Cla« 

HE proceeding# in the Virgil class are very interesting, indeed. First, all the bright Latin students 
tIL file in and take their seats. If Charles doesn’t forget it, he passes out the class books. Miss 
Jones now taps her pencil on the desk and the buzz subsides. 

At roll call, it sounds about like this: 

*’Unus, unus.'* 

"Duo, unus." . - 11 I L • 

“Tres—I guess duo this time,* and so on down to Decim, who says Decim all but the review. 

**Undecim ” always has his lesson, while Duodecim always reports that he has his lesson. Xhe 
rest of the list is about the same, except that “Viginti" is sometimes late with his repiort. 

The review is read, sometimes without a flaw. When that is finished, Benny has looked up a 
construction and disagrees with Miss Jones. He is told to come in after school. The advance lesson 
now proceeds. Agnes Henderson didn’t get the part she is called on to recite very well, but well, she 
will try anyway. Robert has forgotten the place when his turn comes. ^ ^ 

“Devie" gets up without a murmur and flounders around, but doesn t let it get out that he hasn t 
"that particular part." Agnes Buchanan forgets to pay attention and Florence Williams blushes vio¬ 
lently and giggles when she is called on. Iva and Ella are the "sharks. When we have read about 
five lines more at sight. Miss Jones hurries us through five lines more and the bell rings. 

Bruce Moore, ’17. 






Mlitf) tf)e (Eppists 

LEASE get ready for a ten-minute test this morning/* is the usual greeting you 
would meet, should you chance to step into 205, otherwise the typewriting room, 
at the beginning of second-hour one of these fine mornings. As Miss Moulton 
says, “It*s the beginning of the end,'* and everybody is busy practicing morning, noon and 
night to pass those tests which confront each and every would-be stenographer at this lime 
of the year. 

It takes an incredibly short time for everyone to get down to work. Snap—the two 
sheets of paper go into each machine in an instant and everyone is ready. Miss Searl passes 
out the test, and then stops a moment to give a few words of advice. 

“1 hope you all noticed the graphs for yesterday. It*s by far the best we*ve done 
yet. Only of course I shall expect you to do even better this morning. Now, remember, 
not more than five mistakes at the outside, and I really should not object to a few perfect 
pap)ers. You know Mr. Slinker is apt to be here any day this week, and I want you people 
to be top-notchers. It isn’t so much the speed that counts. It’s accuracy, and don’t you 
forget it for a single minute.” 

A minute or two is allowed to glance over the test, and then there is a moment of 
suspense while everyone waits for Miss Searl to say the word that will start them all off. 

Click! Somebody thinks it easier to have the shift key down ready to make the first 
capital letter. Then silence. 

“All right,” Miss Searl says at last, and everybody is off. If you’re not used to it, 
it really seems quite noisy, but when you become accustomed to it, you pick out little sep¬ 
arate noises, and you can tell what almost all of them mean. You can fairly hear the 
words as they are spelled out. There’s a bell, and the carriage is quickly thrown back to 
b,egin a new line. Everybody is intent on the copy, without a look at the key board or the 
work itself. They’re all becoming competent “touch operators.” 

At last the ten minutes are up. Everyone stops on the dot. and then Miss Searl 
slowly reads the test, while everyone corrects his own paper. Then the average is figured 
out, and the papers and tests are all handed in. 

“All right,” says Miss Searl, “and now get down to work. Just see how much you 
can get done this morning. There will be an Assembly after this period, so we won’t have 
quite as much time as usual.’’ 

Several people go up to the front of the room for the advance books, but soon every¬ 
one is at work while Miss Searl passes out corrected and stamped work. 

Soon Homer Johnson finds he needs some paper 8x11, so he goes up to cut some. 
Then Helen Kussuck goes up to file some work she has just received from Miss Searl. 

Everyone is busy, and then Miss Searl stops them for a minute. How quickly every 
machine is still! It’s almost like magic. 

“There are several copies to be run off on the mimeograph this afternoon,” is her an¬ 
nouncement. “Will several of you people come down sixth or eighth periods today?” 

Lyman Clark, Homer Johnson and Raymond Hammond volunteer for sixth and 
Hazel Gruver, Elizabeth Mathiascheck and Anna Ronnfeldt offer their services for the 
eighth. Then as suddenly as they stopped, everyone is at work again. 

Chauncy McKinley has almost finished a hard copy. Suddenly he makes a mistake, 
an “r” for a “t”! Rip—he forgets the paper release, and out comes the paper half torn, 
crumples it up savagely and tosses it behind him into the waste paper basket. Miss Searl 
gives him a sympathetic look, and he snaps some more pap>er into the machine with just the 
ghost of a smile. 

Marvel Kelley has run out of paper. So she turns around to borrow some of Eliza- 





beth Roc. who sits just behind her. Then Lucilfe Schroedcr walks up to Miss Searl’s desk 
to ask a question about some special work she is doing. Miss Searl glances up quickly to 
sec Edward Holland asking Hazel Lockard. who sits next to him. something about his 
work. 

‘‘Please stop talking at once.“ rings out clearly and distinctly, “if there’s anything 
you want to ask. ask me. not Hazel.” 

Everyone goes on quietly, if you can call it that, for perhaps five full minutes. Then 
the first bell for Assembly rings. Jennie Allen, the only usher in the room, quickly puts 
her things away and goes out. but everybody continues his work until the next bell sounds. 

Miss Searl goes back to open the door. “You’d better stop as soon as you reach a 
convenient place,” she says, “cover your machines well, and be all ready to go the instant 
the bell rings.” In three minutes everyone is ready to go. Then the bell rings, and all file 
out and down the corridor to Assembly. 

Some mornings the program is a little different from this one. Transcriptions for the 
fourth semester people on Mondays and Fridays, you know. But it’s usually about the 
same, and it really is as Miss Searl enthusiastically affirms. “A mighty fine class!” 

—Martha Bryant, ’18. 


ariir Council iflteting 

On Monday night at three o'clock. 

To room three hundred fifty-six 
The members of the council walk. 

The conduct of the school to fix. 

The teachers come with lordly air. 

There's “Tommy" Teakle with bald pate; 

Herr Eaton and Miss Baldwin fair; 

And "Kelly" Greenwalt, always late. 

Each home room has its delegates. 

The quickest tongues and heads so wise. 

From each room chosen by their mates 
To social rules and plans devise. 

The chairman slowly takes his place. 

The hammer bangs with perfect ease; 

He looks around with solemn face. 

And says, “You'll come to order, please." 

The roll call first, and minutes next. 

Unfinished business then is passed. 

New business now becomes our text. 

And here the scrap begins at last. 

Shall cafeteria prices stand? 

How often shall the council meet? 

Or what committee shall be "canned*? 

These bring each scrappier from his seat. 

The Freshmen sit and all look wise, 

Herr Eaton speaks in accent stern; 

Five stand the council to advise. 

Miss Baldwin moves "that we adjourn." 

Bernice Thomas. *20. 





Hiterarp Sfournalisim 

NO, Literary Journalism isn’t a bit interesting, but there are so many brilliant 

students in the class, however, that I cannot let this chance go by of telling you about 

them. 

The class on the particular day I have in mind, opened by having Miss Meers read 
to us an editorial concerning Billy Sunday. It gave a very vivid account of his knocking 
over tables, chairs, pitchers of water and sundry other articles. It also gave a description 
of his countenance as he thundered pleadings, statistics, accusations and entreaties at his 
vast audience. No one could help being moved if he had ever heard Mr. Sunday speak. 

But, “Do you think that he is as much in earnest as he appears?” pipes up Bob 
McElderry. 

“I most assuredly do, or he would not be able to—’’starts Miss Meers, and proceeds 
to give her reasons in her slow, thorough way. When she has finally finished this lengthy 
monolog, she tells the class that a discussion of some current magazines will take place. 

“Now, don’t all talk at once but give me a list of scientific magazines.” 

“Well, we didn’t all get to talk at once, for before Miss Meers had fairly completed 
her sentence, Hymie Miller started in, in a fast yet monotonous tone, “Literary Digest, 
Collier’s, Sunset, Opinion, Current Opinion, Popular Mechanics, Illustrated World, Little 
Chronicle, National Geographic, Leslie’s,” and on and on until I completely lost track. 

Evidently Miss Meers had lost count, too, for she said, “Well, Hymie, you had bet¬ 
ter start over and say them more slowly; they didn’t seem to be able to get them all.” 

So Hymie began in a short, jerky voice thus, “Collier’s”—pause—“Sunset”—pause 
—“Opinion”—pause—“Popular Mechanics”—until he had finished the list again. 

“Let me have your list of magazines, will you, Hymie?” 

“No, ma’am, it’s in my head. I mean I hain’t got it on paper, but just remem¬ 
bered it.” 

After Miss Meers had corrected his poor English, the bell rang and the pupils made 
a grand rush for the door. That is all, except Helen Easter, who stayed to disagree with 
the teacher on some point which had been brought up that day. 

—Ethel Richards, ’18. 


9 Bream in i¥lap 

The day was bright, the sun was hot, 

As he sat near the schoolroom door; 

He heaved a sigh at the passersby. 

And envied them more and more. 

He thought of how, in the days of yore. 

He had fished in the babbling brook. 

With his fishing pole and his fishing line. 

And a worm that covered the hook. 

About his trip in a motor boat. 

And about his fan in the park. 

When he*d gone to the woods with a group of boys 
Who frightened him in the dark. 

And when his thoughts are far away. 

Thinking where next he will travel. 

He suddenly jumps, he hears the bang. 

Of his beloved teacher’s gavel. 

And now his teacher, angry and cross. 

Grows tired of having him ’round. 

So he goes to the office where he gets a slip. 

And then it is homeward bound! 


LeRoy Lott, ’19. 









“Cafeteria 30e Hux” 

-U-Z-Z! There goes the five-minute warning bell, and everybody in Mr. Preston’s 
fourth-hour history class begins to squirm around in his chair, and Georgina Shar- 
mon makes the remark, “I wonder what kind of soup they’re going to have in the 
cafeteria today?” Of course every one in the class hears it, and commences to giggle, 
when they are suddenly interrupted by Mr. Preston. “Class! Come to order! This 
period is not up yet; I don’t believe I’ve heard the last bell!” Just then, the fatal bell 
rings, and every one fairly jumps out of his chair, and makes a grand race for the door, 
and while the bell is yet ringing, half the class is out of the room, for I suppose that you 
know by this time that this period is “bean time.** 

Some go one way and some another after leaving the room, but one boy who sits in 
the rear of the room, and is among the first to leave, is always seen running down the cor¬ 
ridor as fast as his legs will carry him. But today is his hard-luck day, for just as he 
reaches the top of the stairs at the east end of the corridor, who should pop up but Miss 
Fischer, the “traffic cop,” and gets this speeder’s number. He is compelled to stop and 
deliver his alibi, and, of course, when he reaches the cafeteria, he has to stand at the “tail- 
end” of the line. Just as he approaches the cashier’s desk, the cashier makes it known that 
he is all out of five-cent checks. Of course this does not make the lad at all “peevish” and 
he keeps his presence of mind until more checks are obtained. Finally he reaches the steam 
table, and in his haste to procure something to satisfy his hunger, he is only too glad to hear 
that there’s nothing left but vegetable soup and hominy, which is a very pleasing combina- 
ion. To top it all off, while he is standing there, and his mind is far from the best trail of 
thought, he burns his fingers, while trying to get rid of his check. As he progresses along 
the center, he finds only two small bread and butter sandwiches left, but he gladly deposits 
two perfectly good pennies in the dish and takes the sandwiches. Of course, the pie is all 
gone, and so after much mental conflict, he finally decides that ice cream will be the lightest 
on his stomach today, as he is eating a light lunch anyway, and so he steps briskly up to 
the ice cream department and asks for what he calls “frozen milk.” colored with oleomar¬ 
garine color tubes. The person in charge takes the order and reaches down into the packer, 
and draws out a small dish, which contains the last piece of the preceding brick, and of 
course it is small, melted and looks everything but pleasing. Then the customer springs the 
old story. “Haven’t you got some chocolate?” (Not that he likes strawberry less, but 
because he likes the first piece more.) But when Elios Panos says “No,“ he lays down 
his check and takes the cream in question. He then turns around and casts his eyes about 
the cafeteria, in order to locate some place available to seat himself. 

He finally takes a seat at the table, always occupied during this period by Mary Kim¬ 
ball, Beulah Steuber and several others. He no sooner gets seated than Mr. Heald steps 
behind the counter, and rings the twenty-five-minute bell. This of course does not bother 
the lad in question, although it is a fine day and he does want to go outside for a little 
while and talk with the other boys about the big relay meet. Nearly every one leaves the 
room, and the boys who work in the cafeteria for their dinner start picking up the glasses 
and other tools left on the tables by the hungry tribe which has just left. 

Well, after all. he gets through, but is too late to get out of the cafeteria without an 
admit. But he hunts for Mr. Heald. who is busily engaged with several other teachers. 
After another alibi, he secures an admit, and so leaves the cafeteria, but he has some books 
with him which he does not wish to carry outside, and so proceeds to the locker, where he 
deposits said books, and just as he closes the door to his locker, the five-minute warning bell 
rings. He does begin to get near the boiling point now. but seeing that it is too late to go 
outside, he proceeds to Room 251, where he anxiously waits for the next bell. 

Considering all. he has spent a fair lunch period after all.-HoMER JOHNSON, *18. 





^ iHobern iRip’s! ^bbenture in ^lcepj> J^ollotu 

^|5| ESTLED among the Hard-Work-and-Study Mountains is a place known to the 
world as Three Hundred and One. A drowsy influence pervades the entire region 
and it is said that no one can remain there long until he also comes under the spell. 

There once lived in this place a hapless personage named Rip Van Baker. He was 
ruled over by a harsh and termagant mistress, who constantly upbraided him for his mis¬ 
chievousness and negligence before his whole company of cronies, and even that sage per¬ 
sonage, Nicholas Van McMichael, had no effect upon the terrible virago. 

Rip possessed one of those well-oiled dispositions not common nowadays, and if 
scolded for not having completed his tasks (for which I do not blame the poor fellow) he 
would simply shrug his shoulders, cast up his eyes and shark the more. 

One morning, after his usual chat with his mistress, the blooming Dame Katrinka Van 
Cotnam, he got up and shuffled through the door, to the surprise and amazement of his 
diligent neighbors, Hans Van Little, Fritz Van Hainline and Peter Van Hansen, who. 
seeing his disgrace, decided to be on the lookout for themselves. 

Rip wandered through the solitary corridors, down the Hard-Work-and-Study Moun¬ 
tains till he came to the banks of the Everwork River, which flows by Freshmania. As he 
quietly entered his Home Room, Rip noticed an assemblage of odd little personages playing 
at winkum in the back of the room. Hearing a faint voice calling his name, he shuffled 
forward where, to his amazement, he beheld a small figure laboring under a load of care 
which she persuaded him to help carry up the Hard-Work-and-Study Mountains to Three 
Hundred and One. Such a draught of the contents of the load overcame our poor Rip 
and when he had again seated himself in the presence of Dame Katrinka Van Cotnam, he 
fell into a profound sleep. 

Upon awakening. Rip found to his dismay that all was entirely changed. Only two 
or three old cronies remained. He perceived Mistress Gretchen Van Thomas and Mary 
Anne Van Parker despondently listening to a lecture—could it be?—no! yes it was, to be 
sure—Mynheer Fritz Van Hainline! All the rest had graduated. Nicholas Van Mc¬ 
Michael had been elected to Congress, Peter Van Hansen was the greatest poet of the day 
and Mynheer Fritz Van Hainline had become the worthy pedagogue of this little domain. 
Only the few remaining had failed in the pursuits of life and Rip must take his place in 
the sidelines with them. 

—Sarah Cloyd, *20. 


Cfje Senior Hisit 


HE “List” is merely a sheet of paper upon which is written some hundred names, but 
the wonderful possibilities of this paper for bliss or woe can hardly be appreciated 
by the mere outsider. Oh! The terrible, heart-rending, fainting sensation that comes 
when one blithely walks to the paper and finds his name has been cut off! (The writer of 
this epistle is thoroughly familiar with the sensation.) Then when one has sunk to the deep, 
dark depths of despair, what an ecstasy to see his name emblazoned on that magic pap>er! 
His joy would even thrill the soul of one hardened to the extremes of this cruel world. Truly, 
the “List” is a wonderful instrument for bliss or woe! 


Paul Corwin, *1 7. 







|3oem 

Popcorn and fudges. 

No more are we drudges. 

Where? Then let me explain. 

And make it quite plain. 

Well, in English class, you see. 

Quite merry and gay are we. 

When? Just a moment I pray. 

Not long will 1 delay. 

On Friday, of two certain weeks. 

Each member very nicely speaks. 

Why? Because we want to. 

And it is the thing to do. 

We have the “after-dinner” toasts. 

With sometimes some sly “roasts.” 

Why do we have the popcorn and fudges? 

So we won’t always be drudges. 

Irene Engle, *17. 

€nem|> ^bbancing 


3 1 IS rumored that the enemy are making rapid strides toward the official card making. 
It is expected that they will reach the office by the 5th of the month and the fate of 
each separate individual will be in the enemy’s hands Wednesday morning. The 
opposing forces, though it outnumbers the enemy, is far inferior in strength and ammunition. 
They can not survive the volleys of failure bombs and the rapid fire of low marks which 
sweep all to destruction. The nine months* siege is marked by these outbursts, which cause 
misery, distress and hard labor. 


Although the summer vacation draws near, no truce has been declared and teacher 
and pupil will meet face to face on the usual battle field on Wedensday, the 5th of May. 
How long the battle will rage cannot be predicted. 

—Helen Easter, ’18. 


Cf)e Clock’s Competition 


HE old clock hung proudly on the wall of Home Room 350 until one day it looked 
over to see what that awful click was. 

“Oh!” sighed the old clock and its tick became more faint and slow. “No, I 
shall not stop. I’ll show that conceited electric clock that I can keep better time.” 


The next morning Mr. Fletcher did not come to wind the clock and naturally it lost 
its ambition. Then the new clock sneered at the old clock and laughed but, “he who 
laughs last laughs best,” for it finally became so unreliable that the step-ladder was sent for 
and the old clock was started once again. 


Now the old clock ticks as regularly as it ever 
by winding it every day. 


did and Mr. Fletcher does his duty 
—Blanche Stiles, ’1 7. 






^ Jfrefiltjman’g iSnnual iHonep 

^J^AROLD ROBINSON was a poor little Freshman. He had left eighth grade as a 
hero and had entered North High School at the mid-year promotion time to find 
himself in an immense building with countless rooms and so many strange people. 
Harold finally became a little used to his high school work and found that this feeling of 
strangeness had somewhat left him. No sooner had this event passed than the teachers 
began to talk of the Annual. This had to be explained to him. Then and there Harold 
decided that he would have an Annual. 

Accordingly Harold sent to a seed house to procure some seeds. These he sold and 
received eighty-five cents for his labor. “Twenty-five more pennies to make the required 
dollar and ten cents,” he thought. Those he soon earned by working at odd jobs for his 
mother, father and neighbors, and then his trials began. First, he broke a window, which 
took fifty-five cents; then he lost fifty cents that had to be replaced; thus only five cents re¬ 
mained in his Annual fund. 

Harold started at the bottom again and began to work up slowly. After three weeks 
he had fifty cents in his fund, but the Freshmen Annual pictures were taken and thirty 
more cents were gone. So, even again he started to work, hoping that nothing more would 
happen. Slowly his Annual fund increased until, a week before the Annual was to be dis¬ 
tributed he had a dollar. 

“This time,” said Harold to his mother, “I guess I won’t break any windows, or do 
anything like that.” 

The Annual was to be distributed on Monday. Harold was invited to spend the 
Saturday and Sunday preceding this event with a friend who lived in the country. His 
mother asked him which he would like the best; the Annual or the trip into the country. 
Harold decided on the trip into the country. 

As he was homeward bound on the trian, Harold reflected upon his week-end visit. 
He hadn’t had a good time and everyone had seemed sour and morose at his friend’s home. 
He was thinking also of the promises that had been made about the Annual. It was to be 
the best Annual that had ever been put out, which was saying a great deal because the 
1916 Annual had been shown to him, and, in his estimation it was as good as any maga¬ 
zine that he had ever seen. 


When he arrived at his home he found there, his Uncle Harold, for whom he had 
been named. Nevertheless, Harold went to bed early and dreamed all night of his friends 
and companions looking at their pictures and all of the other features of the Annual. He 
was just going to “grab” an Annual and run, when he awoke to find it morning of the dis¬ 
tributing day of the Annual and time to get up. He reflected upon his dreams, and with 
envy thought of this day of all days to his companions with their Annuals. Upon getting 
to the breakfast table on time, which was unusual for him, Harold found his plate over¬ 
turned and noticed a twinkle in his Uncle’s eyes. When he had righted his plate, what 
do you suppose he found? 


—Albert M. Baker. ’20. 







?j^l)en 3 jfepobe a ^iecc in Cfjurcb 


L THOUGH I have only a dim recollection of this instance (perhaps it is not even 
that, but just as hearing of my mother tell it), I will tell you about how I spoke my 
piece. When I was a child, I had numerous opportunities of speaking pieces and 
on this occasion I was the only one in the family to speak, as my sister was considered too 
young. My mother had drilled me for my piece many times and at last I could say it 

alone. Of course, I had to practice often after I had learned it so as to make certain I 
would not forget. My sister always said it just after I had finished and as she had always 
done everything I had, she thought it only proper to do it. She had even been allowed to 
go to school when I started. 


At last the day came. If I recollect correctly, it was Children’s day. My sister and 
I sat in the front pew with all the other children. The Sunday School superintendent read 
my name and I very proudly arose and started to the platform. My sister, feeling it her 
duty and right, started after me. At first I motioned for her to go back. Then as I per¬ 
ceived she had no intention of doing so, I went back a little way (for she was following at 
a resp>ectful distance) and gave her a little shove. Evidently she intended to come anyway. 
She marched up and stood beside me as she was accustomed to do. At regular intervals 
I would push her from me but she stayed by my side. 

When I had finished, she began and said it all. No one understood her baby talk 
but all knew that something was radically wrong. Of course every one clapp>ed and 
laughed at her, but I was a very disgusted young lady. The next time she too was given 
a piece. 

—Mildred Tenny, ’1 7. 


Wi)t JJfgt iWcal 3 (fiber ^te 


3 WAS six years old, and an only child, so of course I was very much spoiled. It was 
the day after I had had my tonsils removed. The doctor said I must not have any¬ 
thing to eat for a day, and on the three days following, only broth, so of course 
there seemed to be a dark future before me. 


In the afternoon. Grandfather came out to see me. He stayed for dinner. When it 
was ready, they all sat down to eat and now and then I could catch a bit of their cheery 
conversation. I was in the room adjoining, on the davenport, with my mouth and nose 
covered with a silk handkerchief, but that did not lessen the delightful odor which came 
streaming in, or the rattle of a dish now and then. I stood it as long as I could, and finally 
I decided to scream and see what would happen. 

I did, and they all, my sympathetic relatives, came breathlessly scurrying in. When 
asked what was the matter, I said I knew I was going to die because I was starving and I 
was sure my heart was going to stop beating. 

This was too much for dear old Grandfather, and amid all of the protests from 
Dad and Mother, he said I should have all I wanted to eat, and I did. 

He went into the dining room, and on my favorite plate—a Dutch windmill scene— 
he fixed me up the best dinner which I have ever eaten. 

—Irene Thomas, *17. 














































































Calenbar 


SEPTEMBER 

5. School opens. Miss Fischer back. 

8. Bud Ruhl wants to know how Net¬ 

tie McCagg does her hair. 

15. Harriet K. signifies her intention of 
better hevarior. 

22. Election of student officers. Ella 

has the bleus. 

28. Mr. Eastman gets to school at 8:30. 
OCTOBER 

9. Family traditions are laid aside and 

Hyman Miller gets a hair-cut. 

13. Home Hooms 250 and 356 enter¬ 

tain ghosts at the gym. 

14. Home Rooms 254 and 256 “bob” 

for apples and also see ghosts at 
the gym. 

25. “Kelly” says in assembly that 

“Turk” isn’t obeying time regu¬ 
lations for football men. What’s 
the cause? 

26. Studio Club entertains at after¬ 

noon tea. 

27. Freshman costume party. 

NOVEMBER 

I. Riley program. George McCagg 
establishes a reputation as a 
humorist. 

9. Marve Ellingson gets to class on 
time. 

I 3. Book exhibits on. 

I 7. Oriental Club party at Marxer’s. 
20. Miss Grace Connaughey, mission¬ 
ary from China, speaks on her 
work in assembly. Ralstons pre¬ 
sent to us Shakespearean plays. 

23. “Feathertop.” 

DECEMBER 

5. Faculty fifth-hour lunch club in Do¬ 
mestic Science Room. 

15. Oriental Club party at “Chuck” 

Colby’s. 

19. Freshmen have secret meeting. 

20. It is learned that Freshmen were de¬ 

ciding on their Christmas pres¬ 
ents. 


22. “Christmas Chimes” presented. 
School’s out. 

JANUARY 

2. History classes under Mr. Teakle 
given picture of Iowa State Col¬ 
lege. 

8. Miss Moulton returns after four 
weeks’ absence. Miss Meers re¬ 
turns after week’s absence. 

10. Assembly. Dr. E. L. House speaks 
on “Psychology of the Girl and 
Boy.” 

I I. Senior class election. Much tear¬ 
ing of hair. 

12. “We’re all enemies.” 

15. Petitions out for N. H. S. S. A. 
officers. 

I 7. Football monograms awarded. 

22. Arrival of new teachers. Miss 

Goodenough and Mr. Preston. 

23. Latin Club comes into being. 

25. Miss Mitchell appears. 

26. Officers elected. 

30. Glad hand extended to new Fresh¬ 

men by Social Welfare and 
Scholarship Committees and Stu¬ 
dent Council. 

31. Initial appearance of library meth¬ 

ods class. 

FEBRUARY 

1. Where’s Marcella’s senior pin? 

2. lola Runyan, “Oh, it’s mean for 

big girls like us to tease such a 
little girl.” 

9. Senior party. Where does A. B. 
go with Junior boy? 

1 3. Miss Reeve returns from usual visit 
to? “Kelly” reported married. 

14. Mr. Eaton puts on Victrola assem¬ 
bly. Mrs. Behr gets a valentine. 
20. Laura L. lost on her homeward 
journey. 

22. Old soldiers led our assembly. John 
Alden speaks for himself. 

27. Camera Club organized. 

28. Vegetable shower in H. P. 





2 . 

6 . 

7. 

13. 
15. 
17 . 

2 . 

6 . 

12 . 

14 . 
17. 


MARCH 

Dr. F. P. Graves speaks to us in¬ 
assembly. 

Cross country runs begin. 

Mr. Sargeant of Amoskeag Mills 
talks to us about “Cotton.” 

Ella Stein gets free lunch at Mr. 
Eaton’s!! ? ? 

Josephine Bickford declares her in¬ 
tention of becoming a suffragette. 

“Y” girls entertain “Y” boys. 

APRIL 

Girls’ Athletic Club organized. 

Senior play try-outs. 

Karl W. informs Miss Moulton that 
both ends of a machine move. 

“Y” girls hold vocational confer¬ 
ence. 

Geneva loses her “clear” com¬ 
plexion. 


20. Mid-year play. 

27. Yaura L. asks Mr. Stewart if he 

knows what embroidery hoops 
are. 

MAY 

2. Jim Horsburgh decides he “must 

quit kidding the women.” 

8. Agnes H. wants to become a Red 
Cross nurse. Why? 

15. Two Senior girls decide not to play 
hookey. 

25. LuCerne Symes says she is going to 
make hair-dressing her art. 

28. Oh! sad is the parting. 

JUNE 

3. Baccalaureate. 

4. Banquet. Seniors only. 

6. Class day. 

7. Commencement. 


—Thelma Gilman. *17 


a lirtation in tfje Xibrarp 

She came— 

He came— 

Down sat she— 

Both seem engr->7sed. 

He. a stolen look. 

She. still at her book. 

Not quite so engrossed. 

A slight cough—he. 

A quick glance—she. 

Both, bored expression. 

He—closed his book. 

She—stole a look. 

Both eyes met. 

A smile—he. 

A blush—she. 

Look away. 

He went. 

She went. 

The end. 


m\)oi 

Who is the fellow who*s long, lank, and lean. 

And above all the heads in the hall can be seen? 

Who is six feel eleven when wearing his hat. 

And whose favorite expression is. “Where was 1 at?’* 

—W. S.. *17. 

My book! My book! Oh. where can it be? 

It’s not in my locker, for 1 haven’t the key. 

I’ve gone to the ofiice, 1 ve looked in the halls. 

But I can’t find my book, and teacher now calls. ^ 

—C. McK., 17. 




3n jl^onor of JJruce iHoore 

When Bruce was a Freshman. 

So simple and shy. 

Each girl tried in vain 
For a wink from his eye. 

Dawned the Sophomore year 
For this shy little lad. 

When girls tried to flirt. 

He would get very mad. 

But the third year, alas! 

There came a great change. 

He copped every girl 
That came within range. 

Now the third year has passed. 

And the fourth’s rolled around, 

Bruce still is in love. 

But no girl can be found. 

—R. L.. 70. 

Uessons 

Lessons, lessons, lessons. 

When will they ever cease? 

When can we really, truly say. 

Now we can rest in peace? 

—Sara Friedman, ’17. 

"21 Xittlc Jfeticfe of <g5um” 

What is that wrapped in a package. 

All so neat and smooth and nice. 

With the pictures on its wrapper 
Of so many fruits and spice? 

What is there that brings more pleasure 
Than that thing for which you yearn. 

When your work’s completely jumbled 
And impossible to learn? 

When the teacher gets real cranky 
And makes you feel so bum. 

For what reason did she do it? 

Just a little stick of gum. 

—Vivian Heefner, ’17. 


^fepring jFeber 

Spring fever is but a disease, 

We get It every year; 

It robs us each of all our pep— 
And grades—sometimes, 1 fear. 

It calls us to the nice cool woods. 
Green pastures and cool brooks; 
It calls us from our schoolroom. 
And makes us leave our books. 


—John Bleakly, ’18. 





Adams, Lillian 
Allen, Marcella 
Bachman, Irene 

Barnes. Maria_ 

Bauer. Ruth __ 

Brannen. Helen ..... 
Bickford, Josephine . 
Brown, Thelma.. .. 
Buchanan. Agnes . ... 

Campbell. Hazel. 

Carothers. John.. 

Cochrane, Lillian 

Carr, Helen___ 

Corwin, Paul. . 

Cunningham. Salome 
Davis. Albert... 
Devendorf, Charles 

Diltz. Ray__ 

EJliot, Karl..., .. 

Ellis. Ora. 

Engle, Irene__ .. 

Evans. Katherine .. 

Forster. Don_ 

Friedman. Sarah 
Gittins, Iva 
Gibson. Gladys 
Gilman. Thelma 
Gould. Marienne 
Greene. Eather 

Haeseler. John__ 

Hechcrt, Merle .... . 
Heefner, Vivian...... 

Heefner, Lenore. 

Henderson. Agnes 
Horne, Jessie 
Horsburgh. James 
Hunn. Hiram 
James. Mayme 
Johnston, Margaret 
Kautzky, Marie 
Kimball. Mary 
Kirkwood, Harriet 
Krull, Raymond 
Lloyd, LeKoy. 
McEJderry, Robert 
Marmon, Rhea 
Marsh, [frothy 
Marxer, Lawrence 
Nelson. Mildred 
Moore. Bruce 
Park. Myrtle 
Perkins. Dorothy 
Pratt. Laura .... 
Reeve, Margaret 
Riley. Mildred 

Rose. Mary__ 

Runyan, loia . , 

Savage, Florence _ 

Sproul. William _ 

SMman, Juliet... .. . 

Shaw. Nola. 

Sherwood. Alice _ 

Shippey. Merle 
Slothower. Harold 
Sloes, Mercedes 

Spieth. Helen__ 

Schuler, William 

Stein. Ella. 

Stehm. Fred. 

Stevenson. Helen 
Stevenson. Howard 

Stewart. Lillian . 

Stiles, Blanche - 

Stoneroad, Margaret 

Swift, Marie- 

Terry, Ruth.. -- 

Tenny, MildreJ- 

Tenny. Maria.i. 


Senior Class JJropljecp 


Anticipation 

1917 

Ambulance driver .. 

Farmer’s wife .. ... 

... Elxpert typist .. 

_Dancing teacher-- 

.. . Suffrage leader__ _ 

. . .Marriage ...........__ -- 

Court reporter____ 

Widow. 

....Librarian... ... 

_Second Maud Powell. 

_Charlie Chaplin II._....... 

Shakespearian reader_ .. 

. . Reporter _ 

Wedd^ bliss. 

"Movie" star__ __ .. 

_Financier... ___ 

_Chautauqua lecturer.. .. 

Naval omcer ____ 

_Feature dancer_.... 

_Penman.. .... 

.... Editor.... 

Conversationalist... 

Brain specialist.. . 

Domestic Science.. . 

... Latin teacher_..._...... 

_Silver-tongued orator —-- 

_..Florence Nightingale 11. -- 

Dramatic Dean ... 

Marriage .. 

_5th Ave. "Johnny"__ 

_Prominent business man 

. . .. College diploma.. . 

.. . Artist ____ .. 

Personal conductor -- 

... Food ina|>ector..... 

.. .. Famous tenor... 

Great lawyer---- 

History teacher . .. 

_Orchestra leader.. .. 

_Private secretary ___ 

Elxpert swimmer-- 

_Rural school teacher 

.Millionaire..-- -- 

_Architect ---- 

Go to High Bridge .... . — 

.. Postmistress..... 

.... Annette Kellerman 11. -.... 

Engineer.., .... 

.. . Social settlement worker - 

.. . Successful love affair .. 

.... Modiste_____ 

__ Elfficiency expert- . -- 

Teacher in girls' school. 

Playground worker -- --- 

_Gym teacher ...... .. 

Montana-- 

_Kindergarten work 

_Professor in college 

Poultry Supply Co.--- 

. To have a Romeo 
Pipe organist.. — , ....... 

Reader__.-- 

. .. . Forest ranger... - . 

Veterinary ... 

__Latin teacher.. --- 

.. Tragediene .. . - 

Chemical engineer -- 

Libratian .... - - 

_Rah! Rah! boy.. 

Dressmaker 

Locomotive engineer--- - . . 

__Nurse girl... 

__Use a vacuum cleaner- 

County recorder .. . — -- 

_Hello girl... 

. . . Expert saleswoman-*. -. — 

Aspires to Des Moines CoI.eje. 

_Poetess-- — 


Realization 

1930 

Inmate of Old Ladies' Home 
. .. Music teacher 
.. .. Minister's wife 

_Floor walker at Utica 

_Cabaret singer 

.. . .Woman’s Exchange proprietor 
.. . Police Matron 
.. Sunday school teacher 
_Waitress 

_Sears & Roebuck agent 

.. . Janitor in City Library 
.. . Campaign manager 
"Bird Woman" 

Traveling minstrel 
Snake charmer in circus 

_Pawn shop proprietor 

.. . Stage hand 
.. .."Middy" 

Country store keeper 
Warden at Ft. Madison 
. ..Commander submarine 
. Teacher in deaf and dumb schoo 
.. .-Acrobat 
. - . Owner candy shop 
. "Mrs. Billy " 

Orpheum bicycle star 
. Doctor’s assistant 
"Old Man's Darling" 

"Still Green’ll 

.. .. "Soda-squirt" 

- . Bill collector 

. Still waiting 
.. . Buckeye artist 
.. . French chef-ess 
... Ragtime artist at 10 cent store 
"Barker" at state fair 
Peddler of patent medicine 
Choir director 
., . Salvation Army lass 

_"Merry Widow’’^ 

__"Peagle Trainer" 

__Missionary to China 

Owner of merry-go-round 
. Foot-ball coach 
Auctioneer 
Homesteader 
??>? 

__Street car conductor 

. . ."Vamp” 

_Shoe salesman 

.. .-Ribbon clerk 

_"Number please" 

.... Book agent 
At Madison 

_Deaconess 

_Aviatrix 

Lady detective 

_Dancing teacher 

....Chick! chick! chick! 

--"Venit. vidit. vicit" 

... -Telegraph operator 
.. ..Soap box orator 
.Tree doctor 

I W. W. 

..Owner bird store 
. Ejnpress star 
... - Section hand 

Cooking for two 

_Carpenter 

__ Chorus girl 

.. ..Water-wagon driver 

_Novelist 

_Tennis champion 

. - . - Insurance agent 
.. . - Always swift 

Commercial drawer 

_Marie Dressier II. 

.. Trapeze artist 































































































































































Tenny, Lloyd. 

Congressman ....... 


Tramel. Mildred 
Toube*. Benjamin .. 



1 roe, l^eonard 

Uliiun. Irene . 



Wagner. Karl 

Walters, George....... 

Wells. Francis . . 

Wilkinson. lone... 

Tuflis. Nellie .. 

C'hild welfare worker . 

.Beatrice Fairfax 11. 

Carey, Permelia__ 

Berlovich. Rose.... 

Ashby, Ray.. 

Dodd. Iva. . 



Stephenson. Etta. 

Darling, Paul .. .. 

Evans. John.. 

Ruhl. Graham . .i._ 

Ro^l. Leonard__ 

Miller. Hyman.. 



McKinley, Chauncey... 



Pollock. Golda.. 



W’illiams. Florence. .. .. 




“Jfatjlfs in jifelang" 

A RECITATION IN HISTORY 

A guy by the name of Napoleon had a stand-in with the big bugs in that little burg 
called Paris. He was a wise duck and» by pulling a few strings, got stuck at the head of 
an army wnth instructions to clean up the bunch on the northern section of the Land of 
Spaghetti. After slipping a few slick ones over the guys there, he beat it back to “gay 
P^ree" to paint the town red. The poor ginks in Paris had it doped out that NapK)ieon was 
sonte boy and they showed him a good time. He soon got wise to the fact that if he stuck 
around much longer, they would think he was a piker. 

He got permission from the powers that be to trot along to Egypt, and while he was 
there monkeying around. Nelson put the finishing touches to his fleet. Na|x>leon soon heard 
his country calling him so he left his army in the lurch and skipp>ed across to France, and 
was soon the big mucky-muck there. 

For some time he bustled around, knocking the stuffing out of Europe in general, until 
he hit the trail for Moscow- and the Russians put one over on him by sending the burg up in 
smoke. The band began to play **Home, Sweet Home” and Napoleon heard it. Then 
began the grand march for home. 

It took considerable lying, but he gathered together another gang and got it in the 
neck, proper, at the Battle of Nations. The lucky ones thought he would look nice on St. 
Elba, but he couldn't see things that way, so back be rolled to Paris. 

At Waterloo, our friend Wellington tied a can to his tail and shipped him ofi to St. 
Helena, where he did the sorrow-ing stunt and at last croaked. 

—Roy W. Wright, '17. 









































































































Principal E. J. Eaton, Miss Foss 
Miss Adams, Miss Baldwin, Miss Bond 
Mr. Hunter, Miss Lucas, Miss Jones 
Miss Sears, Mr. Greenwalt. Mr. Teakle 


















































NELLIE BALDWIN 

Yep, that*s her! Nope, she won’t say nullin’. She’s jest a settin’ there gettin’ her pitcher took. 
That was ’way back there when she didn’t think she’d ever have a foolish, frivolous flock of flopping 
Freshmen flocking ’round her feet. But even then she caught with true perception, the solemnity of the 
occasion, and nobody had anything on her when it came to looking grave. Gosh! I’ll bet she was a cute 
little duffer. 

EDWARD JOSIAH EATON 

Isn’t that the sweetest little smile you ever saw> This was before that fool idea of being a principal 
ever entered his dear little head. All the girls wanted to kiss him then. He wouldn’t allow it now (?). 
Notice the broad brow, gentle reader. Here we see the beginning, yea, the very elements of the brain of 
the man who instituted present-day student government, cafeteria beans, and money-making monitors. 
Smile away, Prof. Far be it from us to spoil your pleasant ruminations. 

THOMAS TEAKLE 

Here, ladies and gentlemen, you gaze on the likeness of our noted history authority at the tender age 
of three years. The dear reader will note with somewhat of a pleasurable surprise, that rhe head is not 
yet worn smooth by the free passage of knowledge. (We thought he always was that vay.) Note with 
what fearlessness he gazes into the very mouth of the camera. We’ve seen him look at us that steadily and 
we wished to goodness that we had a shutter that would close. 

HELEN GRACE ADAMS 

Is oo mad at camera man? Oo dess nfouUnt smile, would oo? (We’ve seen the time when she 
wouldn’t smile, either.) Is oo tired, oo looks so cross? But. gentle peruser of these persaral pesterflca- 
tions, you’ll have to give it to her for the pose she acquired. Note the painstaking coiffure and especially 
that hair ribbon. Ah, me! Little did she know how many years of indescribable test-paper markings 
were ahead of her. 

AGNES SEARS 

Ahoy, Senorita! How goes it by der Spanich? Did the naughty boys pull your hair? I don’t 
blame you for getting disgusted and angry and calling ’em low down "bullo fighterinos.” You wouldn’t 
think from looking at this gentle seraphic countenance that she could ever get terribly angry and “can” a 
person from class for a whole week. Well, she can’t. On the whole, the senorita should be congratulated 
for going through Greek, Latin, Ancient History, Spanish, et what not without coming up for breath once. 


RUBY DEAN LUCAS 

People who knew this little dear when she was only knee high to a calabash say she showed evidences 
of a mathematical mind. She would take clocks apart in her spare moments and try to count the ticks. 
(Pun on licks.) It can easily be seen from her strong and determinate pose that she had a purpose in life 
which should never be interfered with by any mere man. Even at this early age she wanted to know at 
what angle the pleats in her skirt intersected her waist line. No hopes, boys, she’s got you when it comes 
to anything mathematical. 

G. C. GREENWALT 

Here he is, girls. Now slowly, one at a time. I know you all want to kiss him, but he’s being raised 
right. No kissing allowed! You can hold him a little while though, because the little cherub only weighs 
eighteen pounds. Yes, he was three months old and a smarter baby you’ll never see. Immediately after 
the picture was taken, he cried for the photographer’s ledger and wanted to make entries right away. Isn’t 
he the fat little rascal, though? 

HAZEL MAY BOND 

Shades of Shakespeare! Isn’t she just too cute for anything? Of course, she was posing as Juliet 
when the photographer happened around. Goodness, I 11 bet she could say Hickory, Dickory, Dock 
before she was two years old. In her face—yea, in her very pose—could be seen that she would never, 
never be any such thing as a school teacher. She surely is the ootsy-wootsiest ’ittle thing you ever saw, 
though, isn't she? 

MARY FRANCES JONES 

Nowibas comiores lalinibus teacberora cum magnus fam are. Creatibus est hero en resurrectiones o/ 
ancienles languaglbus. Et litlleiones did hero reallzimissimus ivheres happibus >milorum coverts factbus 
ihet multlssimus annl latinibus est before shevorum. Neverlhelesserte Shea slruggledone per \/eares of 
odissimus sludore el non> ivilles hera givis tverore non reslibus. Senaius /Imencanus populusque have beena 
causone grealibus sorroivis on accounleres hera grealibus brainorum. 

CLARA FOSS 

"There, now, wait for the click! ■ r .l i- l i .k 

Not many of our up-to-date babies would sit so still and enraptured to wait for the d'ck ot the 
photographer's camera. There's a fascination there surely to keep such a tiny person quiet. Perhaps 
this same fascination accounts for our being able to hear the rhylhmatic clicks coming daily from Room 205. 

KENNETH BLYTHE HUNTER .... 

Getsi! Gelsi! Smile for the camera man! And little Baby Hunter smiled, showing well the two 
teeth that graced his dear little mouth. Here the capacious head can be plain^ly seen (account absence 
of brain). And one could almost tell that he would be sure to grow into something great. Here 
him in all his infantile purity. Now look at this English instructor and you have before yo** 
results of girls, information, and baseball games. Beware, boys, that your primrose-strewn path leads not 
in this direction. 








Love’s Labor Lost . 

The Majesty of Calmness. . . 

The Guardian Angel . 

The Younger Set. 

The Crisis . 

Short and Sweet. 

Pigs Is Pigs. 

The Prima Donna. 

The Music Master. 

My Lady of the South. 

Seats of the Mighty. 

House of Mirth. 

Les Miserables . 

Fair Margaret. 

Paul, the All-Round Man.. 

Little Men . 

Maker of History. 

Rose of the World. 

Crown of Wild Olive. 

The Sowers . 

School for Saints. 

Westward Ho . 

We Two. 

Hearts Contending. 

Water Babies . 

The Four Georges. 

Nellie Was a Lady. 

Reveries of a Bachelor. 

The Whirl . 

Lady of the Lake. 

Letters to an Absent One. . . . 

The Gentle Grafter . 

When the Laborers Are Few 

The Drummer Boy . 

Short Stories for Short People 

Innocents Abroad . 

Inner Shrine . 

Together . 

Adventures of a Brownie... 

Prodigal Son . 

Two Years Before the Mast. 

Frederic’K the Great. 

Vanity Fair . 

Paradise Lost . 

It’s Never Too Late to Mend 
To Have and to Hold. 


Ctje ^tference 

.“Bob” McElderry 

.Etta Stephenson 

.Mr. Fletcher 

.H. R. 251 

.Semester Exams 

.Cloris Wallace 

.Cafeteria Lunch 

.Corinne Palmer 

.O. A. Eastman 

.Aggie Henderson 

.Faculty Row 

.H. R. 350 

.Flunkers 

.Reeve 

.Corwin 

.Ben McCagg, Harold Yanke 

.Mr. Teaklc 

.Rose Cohen 

.Engle 

.Domestic Science (girls) 

.North High 

.Hiram Hi'nn 

.Karl and Mary 

.lone and Glen 

.Beginners' Swimming Class 

.Watters, McCagg, Harnegal, - 

.Tullis 

.Bruce Moore 

.N. H. Social Life 

.Pauline Morris 

.Doreen Skinner 

..Jim Horsburgh 

.Senior Class 

.Chalkley Sales 

.lola Runyon 

.Wallace Lloyd 

.E. J. E.'s Private Office 

.Cleo and Bill 

.McConnell 

.Joe Hutchinson 

.Cloyd Litts 

.Frederick Hubbell 

.Third Floor Lockers 

.Chances to cut 8th 

.Marve Ellingson 

.Diplomas 




“ifeomettjmg or lUnptfjing” 

We were told to write a sketch on something or anything, and this I will endeavor to do. Even 
though it does sound easy, it is one of the hardest subjects I have ever tackled. 

Webster defines something as: “in some degree, somewhat to seme extent, and at some distance,** but 
this one is rarely used. He also defines anything as “an object, act or state, event or fact; a thing of any 
kind. So in writing a theme, I must use both something or anything, and in order to have something or 
anything, because if something means to some extent or some degree, and anything, an object, act or state, I 
must take an object, thing, act or state, and use it in some degree, or to some extent; and then 1 will have 
my theme on something or anything. 

Now since I have used “anything,** an object or thing, and used “somethilig** to the greatest degree 
or extent, I have completed my theme on something or anything. 

—Dona Beatty, * 18 . 





















































^rabltnerfii at tf)r (IDrpbt e{(si 

A Woman’s Way—Ella Stein. 

All for Love—Nellie Tullis. 

The Fair Maid of the West—Helen Stevenson. 

Much Ado About Nothing—Donald Hockenberry. 

The Good-natured Man—William Sproul. 

The Rivals—Bob McElderry and Charles Devendorf. 

The Captives—Paul Corwin, Karl Wagner. 

The Learned Ladies—Martha Bryant, Catherine Clock. 

In the Depths—Turk Royal. 

Life Is a Dream—Luther Myser. 

The Follies of 1917—Geneva Graham and Irene Foster. 

Madam President—lola Runyon. 

Little Shoes—Bruce Moore. 

Miss George Washington—Harriet Kirkwood. 

The Boomerang—Benjamin Toubes. 

It Pays to Advertise—Hymie Miller. 

Strongheart—Graham Ruhl. 

!3n Appeal for 3ufitice 

I have often observed that nick-names are, as a general thing, pretty well put. I have 
noticed that “Skinny” is generally of a somewhat elongated stature and wears a 28-inch 
belt fastened in the second hole, while “Tubby” or “Fatty” is easily recognized as belong¬ 
ing to the egg-plant family. “Happy” is as light hearted and free as a bird on the wing, 
etc., etc., etc. 

In my own younger days I ever rejoiced at the favor with which Fortune smiled upon 
me. I was neither corpulent nor thin, gay or grouchy, short or tall, nor light or dark. No 
evil-sounding appellation would ever be mine! Joy to the nondescript! 

But, alas! My joy was short lived. After various feeble and ineffectual attempts 
to heathenize my given name with “Floss,” “Flossie,” “Peggy,” and sundry other such 
titles, some evil spirit moved one of my dear but misled friends to utter the word that has 
since proved my ruin—“Flop!” 

Gone were the illusions of my childhood—gone my faith in mankind! This was no 
innocent and harmless nick-name founded upon some striking characteristic. This was 
Irony—the deepest, most cruel and shameless irony. “Flop!” Such was my name then 
and such has it been ever thereafter. 

I appeal to you, fellow students. Can I succeed in life with that haunting me every 
hour? Can the world accept me at my true valuation with that hissed at me from every 
corner? Could a “Flop” ever be a teacher? No! I say. No! Never! 

Justice, I demand justice, dear people, at your hands! 

—Florence Williams, ’I 7. 


^orm 

Now if ibis poem will pass the test. 

When it’s prescnlcd with ihe rest 

I surely know lhal 1 shall pass 

From Miss Mcers’ third-year English class. 

But if, indeed. I’ve worked in vain. 

And Miss Meers thinks that I’m insane. 

Another year I’ll have to pass 

In Miss Meers’ third-year English class. 

But, after all, I’ve liked the work. 

And for the most part did not shirk. 

So I won’t mind if I must pass 
Another year within this class. 


—Leslie Bleakly, ’18. 

































CxaminatloniS 

Johnnie sat by the fire in an easy arm-chair 
And fell into meditation. 

He had worked for a week on the puzzling affair 
Of the winter examination 

Eight times eight equals forty-four. 

And the cube of the torrid zone 

Makes what per cent of a baseball score 
In longitude seventy-one? 

ril never get there if 1 go on thus. 

But the adjective’s administration 

Began with the downfall of minus and plus 
By the square of the first conjugation. 

Oh, me! It is all in a terrible mix. 

And it’s nearly the time for closing. 

Hello! What’s that? It’s the clock striking six, 

I certainly must have been dozing. 

—Marcella Croker, ’18. 

l^asietiaU 

Baseball has been called our national game. It is played with a yarn ball covered 
with stretched horse hide, which sphere is slightly hard, especially when one is hit in the head 
with it, for the head in most persons is the softest and most vulnerable spot of the body. The 
main object of the game is to see if you can hit, or get hit, the hardest. The one who pro¬ 
pels the ball for your service is called a pitcher and he has many fine curves, as all fine art 
pitchers have. All players wear knives, or spikes on their shoes, which saves cutting the 
grass. If you hit the ball, you may run till someone hits you, and if you only succeed in 
disturbing the atmosphere, you may go back and sit in the shade. The umpire calls deci¬ 
sions unless some of the rougher members of the team disagree. Then they have a tete-a- 
tete, and either the player or the umpire leaves for the day. A home run is the thing the 
players desire most and if you reach the ball park at six or seven in the evening you will 
see all of them running home. If you live to survive the game, you may be enthused with 
it and become a baseball bug. 

—Fred Stehm, 17. 


Co dDur (Clock 

You’d think he’d hide his head for shame. 
Such actions, so erratic! 

He’s flighty as a two-year-old colt. 

That runs and jumps ecstatic. 

For shame, you’ve come to us this way, 

Oh—up-to-date, indeed! 

You’ve never been on time a day. 

It’s lime you get some speed. 

You make us late to school now days. 
You keep us in at night; 

You’ve passed beyond endurance now; 
We’ve been indeed piolite. 

We’ve stood your overbearing ways 
For-born to say our say. 

But hist! this warning take to you, 

Keep time, forbear your play. 


—Unsigned. 





is tfje %). C. 1.? 

When spuds are ninety-hve a peck. 

And make your pocketbook a wreck. 

When cabbages are twenty-five a pound, 

A fact that makes your head go 'round. 

That is the H. C. L. 

When your wages still remain the same. 

And It costs a heap to have a name. 

When real good coal is six a ton. 

And you are ready to quit, for one. 

That is the H. C. L. 

If your friend strikes a streak of luck. 

And nothing comes from all your pluck. 

Or when your pay a tumble takes. 

And leaves you with a pile of aches— 

That is the H. C. L. 

And if your luck remains the same. 

While prices still march on to fame. 

Or when your clothes are on the jump. 

And give your pocketbook a bump— 

That is the H. C. L. 

But if you have a litle fun. 

And at the table lose your mon. 

Or if you spend it all on dress. 

And get into an awful mess— 

Is that the H. C. L.? 

Or interest on the mortgage. 

Put on to buy a brand-new Paige, 

A thing you really didn't need. 

Except with gasoline to feed— 

Is that the H. C. L. ? 

But he who has money to spend. 

Money to give, money to lend. 

To him, who does not earn his own. 

But from some friend to him has flown— 

What is the H. CL.? 

—Frederick Hubbell, *18. 


|3otm 

She passed most all of her school days 
Besides the wells of ink, 

A maid whom there were none to praise, 

But who only made her think. 

A “shark** was she, and oft alone. 

Right valiantly did she try. 

To be at least the only 
To pass the others by. 

She lived on pickles and on cheese. 

When thinking she did do. 

But alas! alas! with a dismal wheeze 
She died, for life was all too blue! 

—L. I. E., *17. 





'Si Call to Sivmi 

Do ships have eyes when they go to sea? 

Are there springs in the ocean bed? 

Does “jolly tar“ how from a tree? 

Can a river lose its head? 

Are hshes crazy when they go in seine? 

Can an old hen sing her lay ? 

Can you bring relief to a window pane. 

Or mend the break of day? 

What kind of vegetable is a policeman's beat? 

Is a newspaper white when it’s read? 

Is a baker broke when he's making dough? 

Is an undertaker's business dead? 

Would a wall-paper store make a good hotel 
Because of the borders there? 

Would you paint a rabbit on a bald man's head 
Just to give him a little hair? 

If you ate a square meal would the corners !iurt? 

Can you dig with the ace of spades? 

Would you throw a rope to a drowning lemon, 
just to give a lemonade? 

Would you care to eat with the fork of a road. 

Or carve with a revenue cutler? 

Would you strike the eyes of a potato blind? 

Would a wagon tongue ever mutter? 

Can heated metal lose its temper? 

Is Kaiser Bill a Lion? 

Would you ever hit a figure of speech? 

Can you wind the Watch on the Rhine? 

— B, A. Volunieci. 
Karl Wagner, '17. 


Cfiougfitg ^bout Peing dDut Hate at iOligfit 

When John went to bed at nine-thirty one night, his lessons were finished, his con¬ 
science was bright. He rose the next morning, feeling fine and gay, and his teacher did 
praise him all through the day. His lessons were perfect, of mistakes there were none. He 
began to think going to school now was fun. He resolved after that, that he’d do his best, 
so when the time came he could pass every test. 

But that night he remembered that he had a date and didn’t get home until very late. 
He rose the next morning, ’way after the sun. He felt very weary, and no lessons he’d 
done. He tried very little his lessons to get; he arrived at school and hadn’t them yet. The 
teacher asked him why he was late and he had the excuse. The cars made me wait. 
When teacher then questioned if he was prepared, it disturbed him most sadly and then he 
despaired. He resolved that if ever good grades he would reap, ’twas quite necessary good 
hours to keep. 

Profit by this and bear it in mind; better counsel than this you never can find, for 
“Early to bed and early to rise will make a man healthy, wealthy and wise.’’ 

—Beth McCall, ’18. 

























One summer in 1910, my cousins, John and Jack, sixteen and fourteen respectively, 
were given an errand which led them past a haunted spot. In order to avoid the “ghosts,” 
ihe lads set out at dusk, in the expectation of returning by seven o’clock. But, alas! the 
errand lasted longer than it should have, and it was nine o’clock before the boys could set 
out for home. Here we leave them. 

In the meantime, grandfather and my uncle decided to play a trick on them, for, 
well they knew the errand was a long one. Arraying themselves in white sheets, a bundle 
of newspapers under their arms (for rustling), they set out to meet them. They waited 
perhaps a quarter of an hour before they saw the boys walking down the road at tip-top 
speed. They were talking nervously and making little side glances at the approaching ruins. 
To them, ghosts seem to glare from every window. Just as they passed the old gate, they 
heard a rustling. Looking over their shoulders, they saw gliding towards them two tall 
white figures, their arms stretched above their heads and their garments rustling. 

One glance—the older boy grabbed the younger by the hand and whispered huskily, 

“The ghosts! Come on, kid!’’ 

And off they flew down the road, coats flying and hats off their heads. They reached 
home and pantingly told their story. Then looking around, they inquired for my grand¬ 
father and my uncle. Everyone tried to change the subject, but just then the two conspir¬ 
ators presented themselves in the room and laughingly threw the sheets at the boys. The 
boys looked amazed, and then with a sigh of relief, sank into their chairs. 

—Marie Barnes, ’17. 

iflr, Ceafelr 

I sec him every day 
As 1 pass on my way 
By his room. 

The pupils’ knees they shake. 

As he, long lessons make. 

Oh, the gloom! 

They say that in his prime. 

E’er he reached such heights sublime. 

Oh, so high! 

Not a gentler lad was found 
By the boys around the town. 

Does he sigh? 

But now sits he, in his room. 

And madly frowns and fumes 
When we forget. 

And he holds a matinee 
For us almost any day. 

If him we fret. 

The happy days are past. 

But he tries to be so prim— 

Doesn’t seem so hard for him; 

That’s what’s queer. 

And if 1 should live to be 
Just and wise and seem as he 
Just as smart; 

Let them criticize as 1, 

I will only heave the 
”Oh, bless my heart.” 






I^otu Coulli lijBe Cxisit ?nBttf)Out: 

Miss Cotnam's card index? 

Wade M.’s absent-mindedness? 

Elizabeth Robertson's powder puff? 

Chester Rhine's slick pompadour? 

Maurice Cooper's large words in themes? 

?E!Hoe, itltn. ?{S9oe! 


Time: First hour. 

Place; Mr. Preston's History class. 

Mr. Preston; "Lucile. what did Alexander's army consists of?" 

Lucile G.; "Infantry, elephants and other men." 

3n Jfrtfifjman (Cnglisl) 

Herbert Brockway (explaining how a tree should be planted): "First, dig a hole and fill it witl 
water; then fill it up again. Why. 1 forgot the tree!" 

“2®f)o’S (^uiUp?” 

Last night 1 read that beans 

Were classed with pure red gold; 

That spuds and garden greens 
Cost too much to be sold. 

"Whose bill could be the most 
For turnips and the like. 

For onion and for pot roast?" 

I asked my old friend Mike. 

"Our principal is he 

Who doth commit that crime. 

Because." said he to me. 

"He's Eaton all the time." 

—George Harnacel, '20. 

Being i\ept in ^fter ^djool 

It happened in the fourth grade. I sat in the back of the room, and Evelyn, a play¬ 
mate, sat four or five seats ahead of me in the next row. The teacher objected to her 
turning around to look at me, so Evelyn kept a mirror in her desk, as she could sec my re¬ 
flection in it by holding it a little to the side instead of directly in front of her. 

My brother had taught me the art of making my scalp move. I had tried it at home, 
but Evelyn had not seen me do the trick. I got the idea that there was no time like the 
present, so started to show her how accomplished I was. I wore my hair “bobbed** and 
a big bow tied on top. I moved my scalp, but had not figured on the effect produced when 
the bow moved, too. Evelyn, watching me in the mirror, forgot she was in school and 
laughed aloud. 

The teacher asked Evelyn what caused the laughter and finally made her ’fess up. 
The secret of the mirror was exposed, and we were both told to stay after school. We 
were both informed how dreadful it was for little girls to do things that disturbed the room, 
and our desks were watched to see that they held no more mirrors. 

—Helen Horton, *18. 





K. Z.: “rm writing a book entitled 'Down in the Basement.’** 

R. D.: "Any good?" 

K. Z.; "It’ll be some seller!" 

P. H,: "Do nuts grow on trees?" 

E. C.: "Sure they do." 

P. H.: "Then on what kind of a tree does a doughnut grow?" 

E. C.: "The ’pastre/ ya crumb." 

M. B. (trying to pass the conductor without paying her fair) : "Fine morning, conductor, isn’t it?" 
Conductor: "Fare!" 

H. N.: "Give a good example of argumentation." 

A. W.: "Trying to get your program changed." 

Now I lay me down to rest, 

For in the morning 1 have test; 

If 1 should die before I wake. 

Thank goodness. I’ll have no test to take. 


“jfeutf) 3s life" 

There are two ways to get a reputation for being clever; either by saying unconventional things in 
conventional language, or by saying conventional things in unconventional language. 

T. M.: "Are you sure your mother knows I’m coming home to dinner with you?" 

H. K.: "Knows? Well, I should hope so! I argued with her about an hour this morning." 

9t 

The North High boys and girls 
Have gotten praise galore. 

But one thing has brought slams— 

The paper on the floor! 

From Freshie up to Senior, 

They always pass it o’er; 

When will we learn to pick up 
The paper on the floor? 

The sound of teachers* voices 
Is heard from every door. 

^ "Now halt, my child, before you go and pick up 

The paper on the floor.** 


—D. M.. *17. 





Snboor Sports, J^oUj anb Cfjen 

When the members of the class of *20 were sentenced to solitary confinement in North 
High on a diet of English, Latin and Algebra, they were docile, timid and perhaps slightly 
green. They endured with patience and fortitude all the ancient impractical jokes which 
the self-important Sophomores played upon them. The teachers were heartless from the 
first (as usual) and overtaxed the poor Freshmen’s minds by requiring them to remember 
such things as the date when Nebuchadnezzar’s second cousin lost her lap dog. However, 
when the Freshmen grew accustomed to their new surroundings and to the teachers, who 
seemed to think they knew more than the first-year students, they became less docile and 
less timid. Most of them would even refuse to turn meekly to one side when a haughty 
Junior or a supercilious Senior would stride domineeringly down the hall directly toward 
them, but would walk straight forward with a curt, “Get out of my way,’’ or something 
to that effect. Since then the Freshmen have made still greater progress and the one w'ho 
now is green is the one who applies that adjective to the class of ’20. 

—George Harnagel, Jr., ’20. 


Wiitt) Hobe. to tfje 

My heart went out to you, my dears. 

When first 1 thee beheld, 

1 loved you, pretty helpless dears. 

My heart with pity swelled. 

1 watched you with the keenest joy. 

Those first long days, 'tis true, 

And thought forsooth that I might lend 
A helping hand to you. 

With tact I “put you next,*’ my dears, 

I wiped away your tears. 

Encouraged, cheered you on, my dears. 

And calmed your haunting fears. 

And now that you have learned, my dears. 

To guide your own frail skiff. 

You toss your heads and clack your tongues, 

And call me “big old stiff!” 

—Florence Williams, *17. 


Freshman (on first day of school): “Will you tell me where the office is, please?” 

Senior: “Just follow your nose and you will find the office.” 

Freshman: “I am afraid if my nose was as crooked as yours is, it could never lead me there. 

John: “How old is a chicken when it’s big enough to eat?” 

Helen: “Oh, about a year old.” 

John: “Well, if that’s the case, it’s a wonder you didn’t starve.” 































































(“laattlj Apologies! to Uongfellotu’s Curfeto”) 


Solemnly, mournfully. 
Dealing its dole. 

The tardy bell 

Is beginning to toll. 

When I have hurried 
Four blocks or more. 

Then hear it ring 

As 1 step in the door. 

No voice in the passage. 
No sound in the hall. 

Peace and oblivion 
Reign over all. 

Troubled my pathway, 
Fve surely met fate. 

The tardy bell’s rung 
And I know I am late. 


Edna Curtis, *18. 


Sberage Bap in Springtime 

“Oh, it’s really spring out this morning,” sang Jo, as she jumped out of bed and 
hastily pulled down her window. “Wish I didn’t have to go to school, it’d be a p)each of a 
day for a hike, but I guess I have to,’’ and with some of the joy already gone, she dressed, 
breakfasted, and started off to school. 

All the way she craned her neck to see the robins she heard chirping, and thought of 
the few green shoots of grass and the fresh, clean smell of damp ground in the woods. She 
finally arrived at the schoolhouse, and waked up to the fact that she had a lesson to get 
before the first period. She quickened her step but alas, alack, the building was warm, 
the air stuffy, and her head started to ache. Then some one opened the window and a 
pleasing breeze flew in from the east, and lessons and school were forgotten till the bell 
rang and she had to go to another class. 

Thus the day dragged along until all eight periods had worn away and all that she 
had gained was a series of rebukes from irate teachers and a few gloriously beautiful day 
dreams. 

After school, with a kindred spirit, she set off to the fields and walked till her healthy 
young body was worn out and she went home to supper ready to “eat the family out of 
house and home.’’ 

—K. L. L.. ’17. 


Your hat is gone? 

Where can it be? 

Go to the office 
And you shall see 
Your hat is there. 

But you must face 
Your soul's disgrace. 
The word that proves 
"Keep all your things 
In the right place!" 


—F. W., *17. 





?K01ien Jl Coofe Ctfjer 

At the doctor’s command, I got upon the table to undergo an operation for adenoids, 
and was first introduced to ether. The doctors took some rags, dipped them into some 
ether and put them over my face, changing the rags, or rather cloths, when necessary. 

Now ether has a rather sickening smell and soon overcomes one. While I was strug¬ 
gling under its influence I heard the doctor say: “In an operation of this kind you must 
be careful to not cut the tonsils, for if you do, they will also have to be removed. I re¬ 
member of my doing such a thing before, and—’’ 

Here I heard no more—I was asleep. I neither felt nor heard anything until it 
seemed to me I was being dragged through a sort of hedge, and someone had hold of me, 
saying, “Go slow, slow! Now, you’re all right?’* 

I thought I had been caught by a band of robbers and that they were about to do 
something to me, for I seemed to be struggling in their grasp. (Indeed it was a regular 
setting for one of Alger’s books.) 

1 hen I seemed to come to my senses, if that is the right word, and I found myself 
on the operating table, the doctor holding me and speaking the words which before had 
seemed to sound terrible. 

I had come out of the ether. 

—Frederic Hubbell, ’18. 

Miss Goodenough: “Russell, how many problems have you done?’’ 

R. S.: “I just finished the last one.*’ 

Miss Goodenough: “Good; then you have one hundred for today?*’ 

R. S.: “No; the last is the first I tried and it’s wrong.’* 

Mr. Eastman (in fifth-hour History class) : “Katherine, have you your lesson^*’ 
K.: “No, sir.** 

Mr. Eastman: “Confessions are good for the soul.** 

Miss Fischer: “Roland, how does your mother make bread?** 

Roland M.: “Well, first she puts the flour and other stuff together, then she pours it 
on the board and pushes it around.** 

Please excuse the excuse I’m excusing. 

And accept the excuse I am using. 

For this subject is not my choosing. 

And my excuse is, “I can’t be amusing.** 

We all to school do bring our gum. 

To chew while we’re in class; 

But when the teacher finds it out. 

Why, for the gum, alas! 

Helen Chapman (in English) : “Our English class ought to recite in a whole 
(hole).** 

When is Miss Cotnam not an English teacher? 

When she is a little cross. 

Miss Smith (in Algebra) : “Wade. I wish you would please run up the curtains.** 





Joe Jenny: “I beg your pardon; I didn’t mean to step on your foot.” 

Helen Budd: “Oh, that’s all right; I walk on ’em myself. 

Miss Fischer (speaking of peanuts) : “If you had a little space, I would advise you 
to plant two or three hills.” 

Ernest Berlovich: “Oh, you plant them on hills, do you?” 

A few minutes after the tardy bell had rung, Mr. Eaton was slowly walking through 
the upper hall, when he saw a green Freshman making for Room 301. After a pause, he 
called to him, “See here, young man, I want to talk to you!” 

“I haven’t got time; I’m late already,” replied the breathless Freshman as he rushed 
into first-hour English class. 


The Freshmen study 

All the time 

The Sophomores study 

Some 

The Juniors study 

A little bit 

The Seniors study 

None 


Jfootfaall 

A cry, a shriek, an awful groan, 

A rush, a run, a sprint, a fall. 

An armless man, a piteous moan. 

Some crazy guys, a bounding ball, 

A kick in the shin, a soak in the eye, 

A trampling of grass, a scurrying of feet, 

A crown of laurel, death’s last sigh, 

A twisted ear, a piece of raw meat. 

It’s all in the game where you play ball with your feel! 

—F. S., ’17. 

Why do we feel so shaky. 

And the whole world earthquaky? 

Our heads are terribly achy; 

’’All right. Ready for recitation. ” 

We imagine all kinds of positions. 

That generals with high ambitions 
Might have held in unknown conditions, 

“All right. Ready for recitation.’* 

Then our faces go quite pale. 

As we rise to tell our tale. 

And teachers make us quail— 

“All right. Ready for recitation.’* 

—Margaret Johnston, *17. 





Jfrienb 


>f%ES, alas, he is dead. Bui, the best friend 1 ever had, or ever shall have, is dead. 1 say Bud, for 
neither I, nor he, nor anyone else ever knew what his real name was, but we called him that and 
he was satisfied. I alone understood him, and he understood me. We seldom quarreled, and when 
we did, he was the first to give in. He was always that way, was Bud, friendly, kind and forgiving. 
Nobody ever met him who did not like him, and he knew many people. He had come to us when we 
\/ere both ymall, and as we grew up together for over five years 1 grew to love him with that kind of 
strong devotion that lives forever. I was grief-stricken when I saw his poor body lying cold and lifeless. 
He was the best dog that ever lived. 

Harold Cohen, *18. 


(Dur (Cnglistj Class 


The farewell address of Washington 
Has caused us lots of trouble, 

I know, though, you’d have lots of fun 
Hearing our laughter bubble. 


Florence says that Washington 
Would never on this war agree; 

That alliances, he would always shun. 

But it doesn’t look that way to me. 

Each day we have a small debate, 

And each gives his opinion. 

But you can see that at this rate. 

Our teacher never has dominion. 

Sylvia Heidt, *18. 


A Pit of ^bbicc 


If the day seems dark and gloomy. 
And your lot seems all loo hard. 
Don’t be sad and discontented. 

Even if your joy is marred. 


All days can’t be filled with sunshine. 
Some must have their cares and fears. 
So let sorrows be forgotten, 

Don’t fill the day with fruitless tears. 

Time gone by you can’t recall; 

Joys will pass, e’en as the hour. 

So laugh and smile and take this life 
As lightly as a fading flower. 


Helen Horton, ’18. 
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Prices $1 to $10 



— Corsetieres in Fashion*s Service - 


Fashion demands that the figure be moulded by a corset that 
best emphasizes natural lines—but more than this, it is a 
necessity to good health to have the corset comfortably fitted — 
Particularly is 

coi^rect corseti/ig 
of first importance 
to the High School girl 

—and correct corseting is an art that requires the attention of 
thoroly reliable experts in corset fitting. At this Standard store 
corsets especially designed for the figure are 

fitted by expert corsetieres 

—here one will find corsets in many distinctive styles—a model for 
every figure type; most High School girls choose the athletic corset, 
entirely or partly of elastic; other youthful models are made of dainty 
pink-and-white fancy materials; with low busts and medium or long 
hips; all softly boned. 

Fourth Floor 


The Young ]\ien and ^omen 

OF NORTH HIGH 

are invited to make 

THIS WHITE BANK 

Their Banking Home 

DES MOINES NATIONAL BANK 

S. E. Corner 6th and Walnut Streets 



HOW TO SWEETEN LEMONS 

A little bit of optimism, 

Mixed with lots of wit. 

Take with a little wisdom 

And nonsene sprinkled over it. 

STUDENTS MISERE 

into one small assembly drop a lot of announcements, take care not to add too much spice. Then 
take a third class period, mix in a few questions, not too stale, together with a grade, according to one's 
teacher’s taste. Transfer to “fourth class” dish and repeat process two or three times, being careful not to 
skip anything for fear of lowering the grade of the mixture and thus preventing it from passing the offi¬ 
cial inspector’s hands. Now put in hot room for forty-five minutes or more after three, and it is guaran¬ 
teed to comply with its name in all ways. 







































Are the Styles Troubling You? 

PAY US A VISIT 

Our Styles are the Latest - - - Our Workmanship the Best 
Our Treatment the Most Courteous 

Davidson Millinery Shop 

803 WALNUT 


(]l-:Nri{AL STATE HANK 


312-314 West 5th Street 

Capital $250,000.00 Surplus $250,000.00 Deposits over $4,500,000.00 

Simon Casady. President Grant McPherrin and Hugh B. Hedge, Vice Presidents 

John B. McDougal, Cashier Frank C. Ash and John W. Hawk, Ass’t Cashiers 


SAVINGS ACCOUNTS PARTICULARLY SOLICITED 


TELEPHONE CONVERSATION 

“Hello!” (Very sweetly.) 

“Oh, yes, I didn’t recognize your voice.” (Not so sweetly.) 

“Yes, Em rather busy right now, frosting a cake.” 

“What, tonight?” 

“Sorry, but I’m busy.” 

“Tomorrow night? No, I’m always busy on Wednesday.” 

“Next week? I really don’t think I had better plan on anything more, for mother doesn t like to have 
me go out so much.” 

“A dance three weeks from Friday? ” 

“Oh, yes; where is it going to be?” 

“I see; well 1 guess 1 better not plan on anything so far ahead.” 

“Oh, no, don’t do that; you’d better ask someone else. 1 m sorry, 

“Good-bye.” 






























































BsiSC Bsill Gloves, Mitts, Etc. Everything for the game at 

special rates to teams. 

ClOlf Olubs Balls at lowest prices. See our line of 

$1.S0 Clubs. 

Tennis Rackets 't V^ °i' 

prices before buying. 


is Appreciated French Sporting Goods Co. 


807 Locust 
Street 


“Everything for the 
Lawn and Garden" 



Des Moines Grown 
FRESH Cut Flowers 


IOWA SEED COMPANY Walnut 268 

‘Xourtcsy-Qualily-Scrvicc” 

Hall Block West of Post Office 


Caesaris domum pukhrum eral. The following is the way Donald Simison translated the above sen¬ 
tence: “Caesar’s dome was beautiful.** 


Miss Cotnam: “Paul, give me an example of a syllogism.** 

Paul Shaw; “Snow is wet, rain is one form of snow; therefore, rain is wet. 


We have a class of Seniors, 

You’ll find them hard to beat. 

Whether go you east, or go you west. 

You’ll ne’er such Seniors meet. 

—Sara Friedman, *17. 


Sodas 


Candies 


Kodaks 


CARL SHEARK 

Nort// High Druggist 


Fountain Pens 





















Swimming 

r 

Tennis 

Camping 


f . M. C A 

Join Now for the Summer 



SMITH’S PHARMACY 

Highland Park's Best Service Drug Store 

The Smith Service brings at a moment’s notice your urgent prescription, your pet 
recipe, any little drug or toilet want, and even the refreshing brick of special ice cream 
for your afternoon party or evening dinner. 

Ask Central for Walnut 728 or Walnut 2028. 

Stop Here on Your way to School—Stop Here on the way Home 


Athletic Girl ... . 
Studious Girl . . . 
Business Girl . . . 
Matinee Girl . . . 
Society Girl .. . . 
Romantic Girl .. 
Industrious Girl . 
Domestic Girl ... 
Frivolous Girl . .. 

Fickle Girl . 

Commanding Girl 
Faithful Girl . . . 
Graceful Girl .. . 
Demure Girl . .., 
Charming Girl ... 
Charitable Girl . 
Angelic Girl .. . . 
All-round Girl .. 


.Catherine Parsons 
.. Florence Savage 
...Thelma Brown 

.Marie Barnet 

.Ivy Dodd 

.Helen Spieth 

.Ella Stein 

... Mary Hutchins 

.Louise Prater 

Hariette Kirkwoo"! 
...Dorothy Matsii 
...Mildred Nelson 

.Clara Dippel 

..Lucille Wallace 
..Any N. H. Girl 
....Frances Wells 
... Mildred Riley 
.. Agnes Buchanan 


Dale R.: “My, if you could see my heart, you could see your name written there.** 
L. A.: ‘*Yes, but Fm afraid it would look like a hotel register.** 


Farewell, dry books, I leave thee now, 
Thou*rt not my friend, and Fm not thine. 
Fve tired of thy dull looks and ways, 

I long for my vacation days;; 

Fm not thy friend, and thou’rt not mine. 
Farewell! Farewell! 


—Helen Easter, *18. 


































Mark Johnson G 


503 •AO& \A/AL.NUX ST 

High School Suits 

We offer snappy suits made by wholesale tailors who specialize 

on young men’s 

garments—styles you’ll be proud to wear— 


Suits at $ 15 , $ 1 7 . 50 , $20 and $25 


WHEN WE GET MARRIED 


We’ll Get Our Furniture at 


' Furni5her». 


C House.Office ^ Hotel \ . #1 

HASE 

Eighth Street Between WeJnut ^ Uocuet. 


YOUR LIFE 

has a money value to your family. Protect your family against possibility of 
total loss of that money value by buying Life Insurance. A home com¬ 
pany is best. 

STANDARD LIFE INSURANCE CO. 

K. W. SPRAGUE. Presid«m T. H. KNO'ITS, SeiTmry 
Youngerman Block Des Moines, Iowa 


FOUNDED 1856 

GILCREST LUMBER COMPANY 

E VER YTHING IN L UMBER 

Hardwoods, F'ancy Woods for Manual Training 

West Fourth and Vine East Third and Locust 
































The MUSIC SHOP 

All the I^usic—All the Time 

218 Eighth St. - - - - - Shops Building 

Our Motto: ^'SERVICE" 

The most complete stock of Sheet 
Music, Ukuleles and Violins 
in Des Moines 

Our Live Wire 10c Popular Sheet Music 

Department is the Place to Make Your Selection 


AN ALPHABET OF UNNECESSARY PEOPLE WE FIND ABOUT US. 


Arguers 

Naggers 

Babblers 

Objectors 

Cowards 

Paramours 

Dudes 

Quitters 

Egotists 

Roasters 

Frats 

Sissies 

Gigglers 

Tight-wads 

Howlers 

Ultraists 

Idlers 

Vacillitory 

Jugglers 

Workers 

Knockers 

X- 1 

Lauders 

Y- ^ I 

Monitors 

z- J 


The saddest words 
Of words 1 hate 
Are, *‘Get up now, 
lt*s after eight.** 

Man wants but little here below, 

He*s not so hard to please. 

But woman (bless her little heart) 

Wants everything she sees. — Ex, 

Leonard Troe, in Miss Moulton*s English: “Byron was a peer and while he was doing the he—uh—-*’ 
Miss M.: “Doing what?** 

L. T.: “Peering.** 










Ha wkeve Portijiiicl Cement 


IOWA'S STANDARD BRAND 



^IhcIp ill l>eN iVIoiiieN 


HAM’Kli:YIi: l»OHTLANl) CKMENT CO. 

Des Moines, Iowa 


We’re Glad to Boost 

NORTH HIGH 


Hence This Ad 


DES MOINES BALL CLUB 

TOM FAIRVVEATHER, President 
















Style is Best Expressed 
in Yorkshire Clothes 


Style is one of the first requirements of young 
men—but quality and tailoring must accom¬ 
pany it to insure satisfaction. 


I'orkshire Clothes 

possess all these qualities—that’s the reason for 
their popularity among young men. 


Yorkshire Clothes $20 and up. 


rr/^t' 600 DCLomssroR£i 




THINK! 

Ij you do, you will be a 
good customer of ours. 

Because we excel 
in Sporting Goods 

Price, Quality 
and Service 

INVESTIGATE! 

CARVER’S 


Wholesale 


Relail 


707-709-711 Locust 


Kimball Hat Co. 

HATTERS anti Fl’RMSHERS 

17 FI F T II S T K K E T 


Hals S2.5() up 

Stetson lints §1.011 up. 


Pnnnnias, Hnngkoks, Len^liorns nnti 
Straws Cleaned and Hleaehed 




















Zaiser stocks include “everything for the 
office or bank”—the line is so large that a 
360-page catalog is required to describe and 
price the hundreds of items. If inconven¬ 
ient to call at the store, you may shop 
pleasantly through our new catalog. Mailed 
on request. 

“Capital” Self-Indexing Ledgers 

Enable you to find “any account in four seconds,” regard¬ 
less of the number of customers you carry on the books— 
save from a third to half the bookkeeper's time—quickly 
pay for themselves—give more accurate results. 

Stock leaves and binders for all purposes. Call for demon¬ 
stration or write for special booklet. 

SHAW-WALKER STEEL FILES 
Give the maximum filing room in proportion to floor space 
required—they are “built like a skyscraper”—joints elec¬ 
tric welded, no bolts or screws—unusually rigid and give 
lifetime service—operate easily and are free from noise. 
Fitted in the Safe-Cabinet, they protect valuable records 
impossible to insure. Let us submit proof. 

WILL H. ZAISER SPECIALTY CO. 

314 Seventh Street—Phone Walnut 3415. 


KNOW 

The boy that has his lesson 
And always minds the rule, 

Will be the first, without a doubt, 

To graduate from school. 

But those who never study 

Will find at the end of the year 

That their brains are very muddy 
And somewhat hard to clear. 

Better be the boy that knows, 

And is ready for the strife; 

For the boy that knows he knows 
Will win this battle of life. 

—Robert Greenman, *18. 


A POET'S DREAM 

I have to write a poem. 

Now don’t you pity me? 

For I surely am no poet, 

And never hope to be. 

It must be nice to sit right down. 

With a paper and a pen. 

And scribble off a “masterpiece,” 

And have great fame—but then, 

I must cease this silly dreaming. 

And get my English, don’t you see? 

For I surely am no poet. 

And never hope to be. 

—Bernadine True. 


Prize Winning Slogan 

Economize: Do your hit at — 

BALZER’S 


’-Carroll McCall 


A good suggestion. Come let us 
prove it to you. 


ALBERT T. BALZER 

5 TELEPHONES: DRAKE 100 
1301-1303-1305 Forest Avenue 























In a city the size of Des Moines there is 
always one jewelry store that is generally con¬ 
sidered the best place to buy graduation gifts. 

If your watch or diamond or jewelry comes 
from Plumb’s you will know without any ques¬ 
tion that it is the best of its kind. 

We are suggesting bracelet watches as be¬ 
ing particularly suitable for graduation gifts. 
Our bracelet watch stock contains literally hun¬ 
dreds of patterns in all the popular standard 
makes and the prices at $12.75, $15.00 and up¬ 
ward, are very inviting. 

The new Elgin military strap watch for men 
is especially appropriate this year. With the 
luminous dial, 7-jewel movement $13; with 
luminous dial, 15-jewel movement $18. 


Plumb Jewelry Store 

(BZK yWRF"SAFrX ' <~AT PLUMB S 
SIXTH WALNUT^^CH^ FLEMING BUILWNO 



















IOWA NATIONAL BANK 


•m 


Thrift for Children 


WE are all creatures of habit, and upon the habits we form 
in childhood depends our future success. 

EVERY boy and girl should be taught to practice Thrift, to 
save part of all money received. By 


Saving Nickels and Dimes 


until th(\v grow into Dollars, numerous chiklren lay the 
foundation of a successful career. Set the little feet right by 
opening a Savings Account. A dollar will do it. 

Please call for one of our small Pocket Savings Banks 
and start this wonderful habit today. 



MY SAD REALIZATION 


Writing is a fine profession. 

So I once had the impression 
That a famous modern poet I’d like to be; 
And when told to write this poem, 

I was sure that 1 would show ’em 
1 knew how to write some excellent poetry. 

But I soon dropped this delusion. 
When arrived at the conclusion 
That it surely is some task to make a rhyme; 
So farewell to that ambition. 

For I know that no contrition 
Will I feel at all at any future time. 


—Harold Cohen, ’18. 


April 13. 1917. 


“POETRY” 


His high aspirations. 

High as the stars; 

His great preparations. 

Ah! greater than Mars; 
He’s a Senior at North, 

He’ll soon be a “grad;” 
He’ll then prove his worth 
And employ his “dad!” 


—Harold P. Davis, *18. 
























Ainoricaii Life Insurance Company 

Home Office: Hiihhell Hiiildlnj^ 

1>ES MOINES, IOWA 


T he safest and best estate is an Old Line Life Insurance Policy in a successful 
company. There is no better protection than that furnished by an Iowa Company, 
which is required by law to deposit approved securities equal to the full reserve 
on its policies with the Iowa Insurance Department. 

The American Life is organized under the laws of Iowa, and has on deposit securities 
w'hich are $100,000 in excess of legal requirements. This Company has paid over 
$1,000,000 to policyholders without a single contested or compromised settlement. Our 
policies are fair and liberal in their provisions, incontestable after one year, and non¬ 
forfeitable when three or more annual premiums have been paid. 

We have some good openings for energetic agents. Many young men pay their way 
through college from the proceeds of their insurance work in spare moments and during 
vacations. There is no field which offers a greater opportunity to young men as a 
permanent vocation. 

If you are interested in the best policy issued by any Company, or desire a position 
with the greatest opportunity for future advancement, call at the Home Office, or address 


American Life Insurance Coni pa ny 

I)ES MOINES, IOWA 



Largest Stock of Woolens in 
Iowa to Select From. Latest 
Patterns and Styles. Fabric, 
Fit and Quality Guaranteed. 


Two Stores 


a 10 SIXTH AVi:. 
(122 K. LOCl’ST 


THE VOICE OF SPRING 

(Parody—“Somewhere a Voice is Calling”) 
Somewhere the Spring is calling me. 

From my books and my lessons away; 

The birds in the trees seem to sing to me, 

“Leave your lessons and join our play.” 

The flowers seem to nod and to beckon to me; 
Why study this fine spring day? 

But, alas, my books are calling me; 

“You’ve neglected us surely today; 

School will be closing and grades given out. 

Will it be to your credit, pray?” 

But the voice of Spring is still calling me; 

Will you tell me, please, which you’d obey? 

—Mary L. Heald. 


Patti’s Lunch Room 


616 Locust Street 
PAUL V. PATTI 
























FLOWERS s’ 


riiatioiiM 
oaeN 

Sweet Pean 


\ eji(*Cal)l(‘ and FloM’cr Seeds 


(iiitlirie-Loroii/ Go. 


Money This Summer 

Many high school students sell 

FULLER BRUSHES 

during summer vacation, making 
$25.00 per week. You can. 

See MR. YOUNG 

320 Century Building 



ANAPESTIC DIMETER 

“Oh, I love the rake,” 

Chirps the robin of spring, 

“For fast in its wake 

A fine meal will it bring; 

So 1 love the rake.” 

“And I,“ calls each seed. 

From his bed of moist loam, 

“Get all that I need, 

And a fine airy home; 

So I love the rake.“ 

Each fresh blade of grass 

Whispers low, “It for me 

Lifts the smothering mass 

Of dead leaves off the tree; 

So I love the rake.“ 

The Spring lends her cry. 

Too, “In all that I make. 

My staunchest ally 

Is the good garden rake; 

So I love the rake!” 


—Catherine Clock, * 18 . 





















benDaV Zinc Etching 
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Iahn ^ Ollier 
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BETTER REFRESHMENTS 

The hind that appeal to people with a discriminating taste. Our 
appetizing luncheons, delightful ice cream and ices and delicious 
candies are sure to please you. 

"Goodness Knows Our Frappe is Good" 

Try It at Your Next Dance 

“SHOPS PIAZZA” 


H. F. McADOW, Proprietor 


A. B. COLEMAN, Superintendent 


Holbrook Marble Tile Co. 

Contractors in 

Marble Work, Tile Floors, Ornamental Terra Cotta 
Terrazzo and Composition Floors 
DES MOINES. IOWA 

Telephone Walnut 962 516, 51 7 Hubbell Building 


Cfjt 3beal ^ortlj Pop ^fioulb pabe 

1. Hair like Thornton Penn. 

2. Eyes like Bennie Toubes. 

3. Teelh like Larry Marxer. 

5. Nose like “Chuck” Devendorf. 

5. A smile like Hyman Miller’s. 

6. Wit like Jim Horsburgh. 

7. A high record in studies like Don Braddy. 

8. Voice like Bruce Moore. 

9. Blush like Hiram Hunn. 


ibral 

1. Hair like Leona Boomhower. 

2. Eyes like Iva Gittins. 

3. Teelh like Jessie Horne. 

4. Nose like Frances Wells. 

5. A smile like Irene Engle. 

6. Wit like Vivian Hanks. 

7. High records like Laura Pratt. 

8. Grace like Marienne Gould. 

9. Friends like Catherine Camp. 

10. Disposition like Mildred Nelson. 


In short, all spoke their grievances, 
’Twas somewhat of a drudge; 

Miss Meers came to our rescue— 

She said, “Please pass the fudge!” 


—Dorothy Marsh, ’17. 















TOWNSEND 


Has Twenty-Jive Awards at State and 
National Photographers' Conventions 



Artistic Taste in Posing, Lighting 
and General Pdfect Combined with 
Years of Experience in Handling 
Student Trade Has Given Us an 
Phiviable Reputation. 


Thaf s What Makes Our Business Grow 


613 WAL. NUT STREET 

















HOPKINS BROS. CO. 


Mr. Athlete 


I.<(^t ITs Help Y ou Win Y our Y rack I.<aiirels 

If you liave on a pair of our Neat Fitting Running Pants and 
Shirt — 

If your feet are shod with a pair of our Spikes— 

It will help some. 

Yours for Set vice. 

HOPKINS KUOS, CO. 

Phone Walnut 1 HIS Locust Street 


SPORTING GOODS 


MR. FLETCHER 

“Hello there, sister. What are you so cross about this morning? Cheer up! The worst is yet to 
come 1 “ 

1 turned around and saw Mr. Fletcher coming down the hall toward me. Mr. Fletcher has been 

the janitor of our high school for a long, long time. He is a jolly old man, short and fat and funny. 

His hair is gray and his eyes are always sparkling. His everlasting smile discloses strong, white teeth. 

Of course, he wears his work clothes, yet there is always a certain air of cleanliness and wholesomeness 

about him. 

Everyone always feels better after a chat with our optimistic old friend, Mr. Fletcher. 


A CONTRADICTION 

The little gate was reached at last— 

Thus far in silence had we come; 

She jerked it wide, and as she passed, 

A scornful look she backward flung. 

And snapped, “Nicht Wiedersehen.** 

With hand on latch, a specter cold. 

Paused in anger, and again. 

Ne’er doubting if she did aright. 

Cold as the steel, so keen and bright. 

She said, “Nicht Wiedersehen.” 

Her door slammed shut, unearthly crash; 

I hasten on in fullest joy; 

But from that house of somber hue. 

Drags out that voice I fully hate, 

Rasps it, “Nicht Wiedersehen.” 

—Julian Toulouse, *Io. 









'"''Tog up a hit" 

New Snappy Shirts and 
Neckwear 


The Toggery Shop 

TWO STORES 

214 Sixth Avenue 802 Walnut St. 

Fleming Bldg. Shops Bldg. 



For your 

CORSAGE 

BOLQUET 

or any 

other 

Flowers 


City Store 521 Loeiist 

Phone Walnnt 1251 
Phone 3346 


SCRUBY BROS. 

Butchers 

Bakers 

Grocers 

Sixth and College 
Three Phones-Waliiot 273-274-275 
WK APPRECIATE YOUR BUSINESS 


SHOK RKPAIRINCi 

Modern Methods 

I. L. PHIPPS 

Work Guaranteed 607 Forest Ave. 


WINGATE COMPANY 

Theatrical Costomers and Decorators 
WIGS-BEARDS-MAKE-UP 
o04 Walnut St. 



When it comes to va¬ 
riety and good taste in 
styles for young men, 
we couldn’t do justice 
to our showing—not if 
we had as many pages 
at our disposal as there 
are inches in this ad¬ 
vertisement. 

Suffice to say, we have 
the newest creations of 
the Kirschbaum design¬ 
ing .staff and the styles 
are truly a glimpse of 
Fifth Avenue. 

$15-$17.50-$20-$25 

KIRKWOOD 
& RICHARD 

“Largest Second Floor 
Clothiers in Iowa.” 

S. W. Cor. 6th & Locust. 

Entrance, 316 Sixth Ave. 










































YPUNKER brothers 


FASHION HEADQUARTERS 
FOR GRADUATION AND 
VACATION APPAREL 


In selection of modes for the High School girl, this store exercises the same, 
discriminating care as in buying women’s apparel. 

Right now, the advance displays of summer frocks provide every require¬ 
ment for the miss who is giving early thought to what to wear for gradua¬ 
tion and vacation time. 


POEM TIME 

Poem lime has come around. 

And spring is in the air; 

The birds all sing so gaily 

From the treetops over there. 

But I must write a poem. 

Or “woe betide my fale;“ 

I must gel my brain to working, 

And “retract before too late.“ 

Oh, birds that sing so sweetly. 

Oh, please do not tempt me ; 

I’ve got my brain to working. 

I’m writing poems, don’t you see? 

—H. T. G. 


CLYDE E. BRENTON. President 
J. H. BLAIR. Vice President 
GEO. E. PEARSALL. Cashier 
1. M. LIESER, Asst. Cashier 


DIRECTORS 

W. E. Coffin Chas R. Brenton 

Chas. L. Gilcrest Clyde El. Brenton 
Geo. E. Pearsall J. G. Rounds 

D. W. Smouse J. H. Blair 

S. T. Slade 


Statk Savings Bank 

of Dos Moines, Iowa 


Capital and Profits 8130,000 

The Penny Providential Association of the Public Schools 
Transacts its Business Through This Bank 

Does only a savings business 
Interest paid on time deposits 


















AT ALL TIMES OF THE 
OFFICERS OF THIS 
BANK 



who are at your service and willing 
to assist and advise you in business 
matters, will be of immense benefit 
to you and will promote very satis- 
factory business relations that will 
prove mutually agreeable. 


Mechanics Savings Bank 

319 FIFTH STREET 


CAPITAL - - . $100,000.00 
Surplus and Profits 49,000.00 


G. E. MacKinnon, Pres. H. F. Gross, Vice Pres. 

H. F. Schoen, Cashier N. B. Scol es, Ass't Cashier 
L. J. O Flaherty, Ass't Cashier 

Harper Gordon, Ass't Cashier 
































































You’ve noticed a lot of well dressed youn^ fellows 
this Spring—most of them wear our 


Friedlich Hand-Made 
Clothes 


The Utica 

‘‘Largest Because Best“ 


WHAT? 

Everywhere you look you see ’em, 

Scattered ’round like dandelions; 

Though they’re thick you’re sure to like ’em. 

For one every girlie pines. 

Though the day is dark and cloudy, 

They shine out like bits of sun. 

In ’em you just can’t look dowdy, 

And you’re lucky to have one. 

Fat and slim alike, they’ve got ’em, 

But wait—have 1 got yer goat? 

Oh, all right then. I’ll explain ’em— 

What I mean’s a yaller coat. 

—Lucille Denman. 


The sun is swiftly setting. 

The night is drawing near; 

Mosquitoes fast are coming, 

I feel one on my ear. 

I wildly swing to kill him. 

But miss him by an inch; 

For you know, to catch a skeeter. 

Is surely not a cinch. 

—E. S. B. 










ulljp 

©nmpattg — 

0ra murnra 
ilituta 


Publishers 

Printers 

Binders 

Kiij^ravers 

Kmbnssers 

Elecirotypers 

Photoj^rapbers 

Loose Leaf Devices 


New BnUdini^, 19th and Grand Avenne • Phone, Walnnt 3000 
City Sales Office, 506 Locnst Street - - Phone, Walnnt 1270 



































Wc arc Headquarters for 

HARDWARE AND SPORTING GOODS 


Baseball 

Tennis 

Golf 


Fishing Tackle 
Guns 

Ammunition 


Duxbak & Kampit 
Clothing. Gym and 
Track Clothing 


Bicycles 
Coasters 
Roller Skates 


Agents for Spalding and Goldsmith’s Lines 

L. H. KURTZ COMPANY 

Phone Walnut 1717 312-314 Walnut Street 


TOASTS 

Our English class was happy, 

We were a carefree bunch, 

Till dear Miss Meers informed us 
Thai she had got a hunch. 

She said, “Now for next Friday 
A toast program prepare!” 

Poor Juliet, the chairman. 

Did rave and tear his hair. 

At last *twas all decided. 

What characters they’d use; 

These were, I found out after. 

The ones we most abuse. 

Percilla’s old sad story; 

Macbeth did rave for fair; 

Poor Hamlet said his whole life 
Was but one dismal care. 

In short, all spoke their grievances, 

'Twas somewhat of a drudge; 

Miss Meers came to our rescue— 

She said, “Please pass the fudge I “ 

—Dorothy Marsh, * 17 . 












PROFESSIONAL DIRECTORY 


Ella M. Gray, M. D. 

Office: 406 Fleming Bldg. 

Residence: 1312 High St. 

Office Hours: 10 to 12 a. m. and 2 to 6 p. m. 
PHONES: 

Office, 2981 Walnut Residence, 3568 Walnut 


Dr. Della B. Caldwell 

Osteopath 

Phone: Office, 1030 Walnut 303 Flynn Bldg. 



B. J. CAVANAGH 


Compliments of 

Lawyer 


Dr. M. B. Stine 

Suite 600, Fleming Building 



DES MOINES, IOWA 


1110 Fleming Bldg. 



Dr. Ralph H. Parker 


Hunn & Jones 

Oculist and Aurist 


Lawyers 

Walnut 2282 524 Fleming Bldg. 


Suite 800 S. & L. Building 



Compliments of 


Orwig & Bair 

Clark, Byers & Hutchinson 


Lawyers 

Lawyers 


Patents and Trade Marks 

Crocker Building 


608 Crocker Building Des Moines, Iowa 



A. H. HOFFMANN 


Office Phone, Walnut 2885 Res. Phone, Walnut 3998 

Attorney at Law 


M. E. Bachman, D. O. 

512-13-14 S. & L. Building 



DES MOINES, IOWA 


411-412 Hippee Bldg. Des Moines, Iowa 





Brammer, Lehmann & Seevers 

Dr. H. A. Minassian 


Attorneys 



and Counselors at Law 



Phone Walnut 3290 Fleming Building 



Gage & Franklin 


GEO. HARNAGEL 

Architects 


Attorney at Law 

606 Youngerman Building 


Suite 300 Crocker Building' 

Phone, Walnut 2649 Des Moines, Iowa 


Phone 829 Walnut 






























































A KODAK 

— the — 

Ideal Graduation Gift 


And Picture Makine is so easy with a 
Kodak — there’s no trick to the click 
of its shutter—anyone can make good 
pictures the Kodak way. 

Kodaks from $6.00 Up 
Brownies from $1.25 Up 

Quality Developing, Printing and Enlarging 

Des Moines Photo Materials Co. 

EASTMAN KODAK CO. 

517 West Locust St. Des Moines, Iowa 


MY EFFORT 

When I was told to write a verse, 

1 thought that nothing could be worse, 

For 1 have not the gift of **gab,** 

At best, 1 could but make a stab. 

So 1 sat down and went to work. 

Because I knew I must not shirk. 

Long 1 pondered, long 1 thought. 

All in vain, for verse I sought. 

1 started to write at half-past seven 
And worked from then till half-past leven. 

But after I had spent that lime, 

1 knew I could not make a rhyme. ^ 

—Isabel Davie, 18. 


Oh, dear, oh, dear, oh, me! 

These books I hale to see; 
ril do my other lessons first. 

And then the one 1 hate the worst. 

Then after this I’ll go to bed. 

Then on the pillow lay my head; 

And I’ll not know a single thing 

Till I hear the alarm clock ring. 

And then I’ll dress in such a hurry. 

And eat and go in such a flurry 

That I’ll forget my History; 

Do you think it’s a mystery) 


—Lillian Kennedy. 










For the 'N ext Debate 

RESOLVED—That ambitious North 
High graduates will enter the Capital 
City Commercial College for theSum- 
mer Course instead of wasting three 
months of good time. 

For the Affirmative: For the Negative: 

I. M. Ambitious (Speakers to be 

A. Winner supplied) 

W^. I. D. Awake 

SCHOOL ALL SUMMER 



HOTO PLAYS 
for particular peo¬ 
ple. We are now 
ready to open our 
New Theatre to 
promote your 
pleasure and en¬ 
tertainment. 

W(S mE elSIeir iQdDltMisii Ibooll ik(B Ibxssd mi 
d® ffiSKsirid 7(Q)i!sir (c<S)SQdnisiiin®dl C(Q)nQdM(SiQiC(S 
mi psidirdDiinaii®. 


From now until June, the best part of the year, 

Is the time I just hate and kind of fear; 

The sun is so bright and the birds always sing. 
That it makes a young boy feel like he were king. 

The fever, of course, you know what that is; 

It’s a sort of a laziness, that’s what it is; 

The teachers they look, and look kinda cross. 

And you dare not dispute ’em, for they are the boss. 

You’ll flunk if you don’t study very, very hard. 
And the best way to tell you is by a white card; 
They talk and they talk and it’s always about 
If you don’t ever study, you’ll never get out. 


PHANTOM OF TORTURE 

It was a phantom of torture. 

When first it gleamed upon my sight, 

A terrible apparition sent 
To be a moment’s torment. 

The Senior list upon the wall. 

With black lines through one name or all; 
But all the Seniors about it draw, 

With haggard faces, full of awe; 

That weird shape and image gray. 

To haunt, to startle and waylay! 

—L. H. 




















Keep Business Normal 

^OU who are coming out of North 
^ High. Put your shoulders to the 
wheels and keep this old world moving. 

Join in this Campaign 
Make Des Moines 
a City of Beautiful Homes 

And always remember our 
large Stock of Lumber and 


“Everything from 
Foundation to the 
Chimney Top” 


52 



JEWETT LUMBER CO. 


Phone I’hone 

Walnut 5339 Walnut 53ii9 

McNerney’s 

West Ninth and Washinfjton 

See our line of North 
High Pins and Souvenir 
Spoons. 

Kodaks and Supplies 

Developing and Printing 

We carry a full line of 
Artists’ Supplies, Paints 
and White China at our 

Main Store, Sixth and Grand 


SMILES 

When you arc feeling “down at the mouth” and someone passes by and greets you with a smile, 
you feel belter right away. But did you ever stop to think that that person may have had just as much 

to grieve about as you did or how much effort that smile may have cost? Did you ever stop to think 

what kind of a smile it was? 

There are all kinds of smiles—smiles of happiness, of sheer joy in existence, smiles of sorrow which 
break out like the sun where a shower was expected, smiles of sympathy and smiles of malice. We 

don’t often stop to analyze the smiles we see, but if we did, I think we’d all follow the example of those 

optimists, the smilers, and “make a world of smiles.’’ 


I suppose you know, 

You all that go 
To the seventh hour study hall, 
The working you do 
To the playing you do. 

Is considered very small. 

You look around 
For someone near 
To whisper to, or smile; 

You turn your eyes 
And glance at the skies 
And heave a heavy sigh; 

If you could he 
Where you wanted to he. 
You’d go to Coney Isle. 


Thelma had a little puff, 

It surely was a beauty. 

Every time her nose got red. 
The puff would do its duty. 




















ILast anb Cestament of tf)e 1916-17 
(J^racle ^taff 

Know All Men by These Presents, That we, the 1916-17 Oracle Staff of the North High School of 
the City of Dcs Moines, in the County of Polk and State of Iowa, on this twentieth day of May of the 
year of our Lord one thousand nine hundred and seventeen, being of sound, disposing mind and memory, 
do now make, publish and declare this our last will and testament, revoking any former will by us here¬ 
tofore made. 

I. We direct that all our lawful debts be paid and the administration of our estate be looked after. 

II. Subject to the provisions of paragraph I of this instrument, we give, devise and bequeath to each 
present faculty member and student, and to all future faculty members and students, our unbounded and 
profound good will and our sincere desire for their individual happiness and success in life; we further 
bequeath to the North High faculty and students our deep-felt gratitude for their support and co-operation 
during the past year. 

III. We ask as a final request that the North High students and all readers of this document per¬ 
form the sacred duty of patronizing and boosting our advertisers, who, by their generous and liberal 
financial support have made our existence as a staff possible, and accordingly our achievements as a staff. 

IV. We hereby nominate Mr. Thomas Teakle and Miss G. Eunice Meers as executors of this our 
last will and testament, and hereby authorize said executors to administer this estate as they deem best. 

(Signed) The 1916-17 Oracle Staff. 

In Witness Whereof, we have hereunto set our hands on this twentieth day of May in the year of 
our Lord one thousand nine hundred and seventeen, in the North High School of the City of Des Moines, 
in the County of Polk and the State of Iowa. 

(Signed) Principal E. J. Eaton. 

(Signed) Miss Anna Louise Cotnam. 





































